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(1) Take fountain-pen between 
thumb and forefinger of writing 
hand. 

(2) Concentrate just long 
enough to determine if you are 
in the UK or overseas. 

(3) Ifin UK, make out a cheque 
or postal order to Penthouse 
Publications Ltd. for £4. 80 
—if overseas, ask for rates. 

(4) Fill in the coupon below 
in block capitals. 

(5) Cut out the coupon and 
place in an envelope along with 
your remittance. Lick and seal. 

(6) Dispatch your girlfriend, 
mistress or secretary to the post 
office with your missive. 

(7) Relax, and wait for the 
post to bring you regular, reserved 
copies of Penthouse magazine. 

(8) For best results, do this at 
once. 


To the Subscription Department, 


Penthouse Magazine, 
2 Bramber Road, London W.14 9PB 


Here is my remittance for £4.80 


Save me the effort of going out to buy 
my own Penthouse, for one year. 


Name............. 


Address..... 


McDOWALL 


RORVIK 
[> 


With our annual Anniversary Issue only three months away, 
it's time again to be nominating contenders for the title of 
Pet of the Year. Narrowing the choice, a playoff of front 
runners is conducted in this issue (page 69), and you're 
invited to send in your selections from among the parade of 
Pet pulchritude assembled to jog your memory. The Pet of 
the Year is the top Pet of the twelvemonth preceding last 
September (vol 7 no 6), a division settled on to harmonize 
with our U.S. edition and ensure that the winner is an 
international selection. Last year Tina McDowall was the 
choice of upwards of two million readers. This year, with the 
phenomenal growth of Penthouse's worldwide sale, the Pet 
of Pets will have the acclaim of an audience of around four 
million. Among this month's contributors is author Leonard 
Mosley, noted for his best-selling biography of Emperor 
Hirohito (it made him a celebrity in Japan). During the last 
two years he has been gathering material for his latest book 
Power Play, which is a colourful survey of the Middle East 
oil bonanza (Weidenfeld & Nicolson). Mosley, a World War II 
war correspondent in the desert, travelled thousands of miles 
to interview sheikhs, tycoons, and oil workers, and it was 
during one of these trips that he came across the extra- 
ordinary story of sexual intrigue he recounts on page 80. 
On another aspect of sex nearer home there is G. L. Simons, 
whose latest book, Pornography Without Prejudice, is a reply 
to the Longford Report. A married man with four children, he 
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lives in Cheshire, where he works as a 
nical documentation. Simons is a keen st 
and anthropology and author of five boo 
Penthouse on surviving sexual super 
Looking to the future, David Rorvik prese 
which humans are "'rebored" with mech 
But this is no mere flight of fancy, as he shov 
already in existence (page 24). Rorvik is an As 
journalist who has written two books (Bra 
Promise & Peril of the Biological Revolut 
glimpse of the future is condensed from h 
As Man Becomes Machine. There's also a sci- 
month's fiction, which is by Patrick McGivern, 
contributor first seen in our U.S. edition who la 
in London (page 58). Just now New York na 
an experienced journalist and author of a chi 
working on his first novel. Among other di 
colour cartoon feature, a genre pioneered in this c 
Penthouse, Colin Mier (page 97).And while we're 
things, this is the last time these introductory 
signed by the usual initials. Eight years is a 
anyone's life to be doing the same thing, even 
successful as the editorial direction of Pentho 
issue | shall be moving on to new challenges 
with gratitude to readers and contributors for the 
encouragement, stimulus, and support.—H.F. 
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Ы, matire 
thinking, responsive 
adult. 

That's who. 


Forum, the world's most permissive magazine, ranges so 
widely and so expertly over every aspect of socio-sexual 
activity that every mature person must find in its pages the 
kind of clear, incisive information that they have always 
sought. 

Nobody is totally free of sexual questions and queries : 
they are an integral part of conjugal life and intelligent 
relationships. Forum, and only Forum, has the answers to 
them. It is a magazine unique in its understanding and 
comprehensiveness; indispensable in its encyclopaedic 
breadth and human sympathy. 

Every subject that touches on the physical, emotional or 
psychological aspects of human partnerships comes under 
Forum's scrutiny. Penis enlargement—what man has not 
wondered if it is possible? Troilism—what married couple 
have not at one time thought about widening the sexual 
scope of their relationship ? Lesbianism, sex after 50, group 
sex, masturbation, divorce, women's liberation, sexual 
prosthetics . . . the informative articles are as countless 
and as diverse as the questions that every aware person 
must ask. 

Forum opens its pages to every one of its readers to 
discuss, with all the intensity, the candour and the spon- 
taneity of real-life conversation, their experiences, their 
ambitions and their difficulties. It also contains the most 
comprehensive and far-reaching personal advisory service 
to be found anywhere in print. A panel of noted authorities 
from legal to theological, medical to philosophical, answers 
questions on every possible topic in the human sexual 
spectrum. 

If you are a mature person capable of making your own 
decisions, seeking your own answers, Forum is your 
magazine. 


¡To Forum Magazine : 2 Bramber Road : London ¡ 
| W14 9PB I 


| Please send me a year's subscription to Forum, starting with | 
the next issue, for which | enclose cheque/postal order | 
| for £3.75. [] 


Name 
Address 
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Four-letter word 

| question the explanation you offer 
in Sexindex (vol 7 no 11) for the 
origin of the word “fuck”. I'm sure 
that I've read somewhere that the 
punishment “for unlawful carnal 
knowledge” among naval crews in 
the 18th century used to be a 
flogging, and that this was entered 
in the ship's logbook by the 
initial letters of the offence, form- 
ing the immortal acronym.—D. 
Broughton, Royal Crescent, 
London, W.11. 


The Germanic verb ficken, origin- 
ally meaning to strike, move 
quickly or penetrate, is far earlier 
and akin to the mid-Dutch fokken, 
meaning to strike and, hence, to 
copulate with. In its present 
spelling, the word is used in 
16th-century Scottish poems, the 
earliest written use being found in 
A Bout of Wooing by the Francis- 
can Friar William Dunbar. In 
Shakespeare's The Merry Wives of 
Windsor, written in 1600-1, Sir 
Hugh Evans asks William Page 
what is the focative case and this 
joke is followed by a series of 
bawdy puns. In other words, the 
Sexindex entry was accurate, 
while the naval notion is merely a 
popular fallacy.—Ed. 


The harem 

In Sexindex (vol 7 no 12) you have 
a paragraph on the harem. Would 
you be so kind as to tell me the 
source for the details given, 
especially those relating to the 
Sultan Ibrahim.—Geoffrey Peake, 
Westmount Road, Eltham, London, 
S.E.9. 


See N. M. Penzer's classic The 
Harem, originally published by 
Harrap in 1936 and reprinted by 
Spring Books in 1965.—Ed. 


In the flesh 

Congratulations, Penthouse, and 
particularly to Bob Guccione, for 
the photographs of Karen Satherin 
vol 7 no 11 are quite beautiful. 
Admittedly, Karen is an especially 
lovely subject, young, happy, 
innocently uninhibited and with a 
personality which, projecting as it 
does from her photographs, must 
be almost overwhelmingly stun- 
ning in the flesh. That intelligence, 
personality, childlikeness, hap- 
piness, confidence and physical 
beauty, plus complete lack of 
sexual inhibition, can all be 
packed into a 36-21-35 statistic is 
incredible. 
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Lane, Cambridge. 


I've seen many requests made to 
women's magazines for pictures 
of women fighting, and it's 
obvious from the coverage that 
women's wrestling gets on ITV, 
that it's a very popular sport. I’m 
sorry that your pictorials seem to 
miss out on this scene. The pos- 
sibility of a smart camera angle on 
the loser—not that anyone believes 
these fights aren't faked—being 
carried away seems to have been 
totally neglected. It would be 
worth a three-year subscription to 
get an entire issue devoted to 
women fighting, with each set 


Enjoy ie good taste 
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showing the loser being carried 
away differently, from underarm 
support to being slung over the 
shoulder. Several camera angles 
and pictures could be employed 
on each set to show off the best 
features of the female form.— 
George Kemp, Dyke Road, 
Brighton, Sussex. 


How about some pictures of a 
pregnant woman? | think they 
would be beautiful.—Pete Map, 
Minneapolis, Minnesota, U.S.A. 


Sexual horoscopes 

As an astro-psychologist, /е. a 
practitioner who analyses women 
by the application of astrology and 
logical psychology, | find that most 
of the fair sex, including Penthouse 
readers, live in a world of make- 
believe and fantasy. This includes 
middle-aged spinsters and widows 
but, above all, married women of 
all ages. Who would believe the 
stories of Miss G. L. from St Albans 
or Mlle Н. M. from Lyons in vol 7 
no 12? Their experiences are only 
"Arabian Nights" fairy stories. 
The same applies to women's 
liberation and the growing library 
of books, articles and equipment 
on women's domination. On closer 
analysis, one finds that male 
slavery, punishment and bondage 
to women together constitute a 
myth indulged in by various pro- 
fessional girls for profit and fees. 
No male can be dominated or 
made a woman's slave unless he 
wants it for additional enjoyment. 
Male restrainers, chastity belts and 
penis rings rarely exist except in 
the world of female fantasy. 
However, with an astro-psycho- 
logy sexual horoscope, | can tell 
any woman her sexual potential, 
how to achieve happiness and how 
to retain it. 

One can take it as a fairly 
general rule that Aries and Scorpio 
women are the most passionate, 
loving to play at dominating their 


men; Virgo and Aquarius girls are 
chaste and cool while Pisces and 
Cancer girls are submissive and 
emotional. These are basic per- 
sonality traits, and if one could 
find a single girl who could sub- 
due and dominate men when it is 
not in her stars, one would revise 
one's ideas. All the modern 
magazines are full of feminine 
fantasies from frustrated married 
readers. Women don't often en- 
gage in sexual exploits with 
strangers on a train or with the 
milkmen who greet them on the 
front door; most of the adventures 
they recount are mere wishful 
thinking. Most women are sexual 
cowards when they're alone and 
become cruel monsters only when 
in company with a group of 
women. This is just one of the 
many truths that astrology reveals. 
—J. W. J. (name and address 
supplied), London, W.C.2. 


Mousse au fond 

A gentleman from  Haverhill* 

Describing how he gave a thrill 

To office playmate in his pad 

Confides he has a novel fad. 

The sights that turn him on, he 
claims, 

Are sprites engaged in blindfold 
games— 

Or sirens sightwise handicapped 

With lustrous eyes in sleepmasks 
wrapped. 

Well, this guy's volunteer, we hear, 

(A girl devoid of fear, it's clear) 

Agreed—he barely had to ask— 

To wear this disconcerting mask, 

Submitting then without protest 

To being "teasingly" undressed 

And led to bed—all flimsies shed— 

Her limbs invitingly outspread 

To have her pussy sprayed with 
stream 

Of soft delectable 
cream— 

On which refrigerated treat 


*See Blind man's buff (vol 7 
no 11). 


whipped 


Our hero settled down to eat 
It sounds a mess, | must confess— 
Though "from there on" we're 
asked to guess... 
Well, when it comes to pulchritude 
| need no help to down my food: 
A girl agog to get a head 
Is not the kind who's blindly led— 
Herlaughing eyes should supervise 
The lively scene between her 
thighs. 
Enchanting creatures love to watch 


The panting features at their 
crotch. 
And as they raptly undulate 


Above the lips of loving mate 
A vital sense for such delight 
(Apart from touch and taste) is 

sight—B. C., Plymouth, 
Devon. 


Sex is alive and well 

In his humour column under this 
title (vol 7 no 11), Henry Morgan 
quoted a report about Mr F. A. 
Harwood, secretary of the Derby 
District Referees’ Society. We 
now learn from Mr Harwood that 
he was incorrectly reported. He 
informs us that he made a state- 
ment on TV and to the local press 
to the effect that lady soccer 
players used language as strong as 
(not worse than) that used by men 
At no time has he said anything 
about them thinking or talking 
about sex. We are glad to correct 
this misunderstanding.—£d. 


Male pinups 
We girls work at a local health 
studio and for several months 
now, we have been moaning about 
the lack in this country of pinup 
magazines for women. While men 
have a wide choice of girlie 
publications, with hundreds of 
beautiful women to feast their 
eyes on, we have to make do with 
a cross-legged male once in a 
while or perhaps one strategically 
wrapped in a bath towel. 
Recently, we heard of a maga- 
zine called Strictly for the Birds, 
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Les Cooper makes 


~The Soft Suit 
For the soft life. 
$ 


There are other 
" d times and other 
x places for other suits. 
The soft suit is for 
when youre pleasing 
yourself. Informal 
faded denim. Or 
corduroy. 

No collar to feel 

hot under. Just 
ribbing, turnups, 

long pockets, 
interesting colours 
and soft fabric 

youll feel great in. 
Touch it and see. 
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gives you a lot more style. 


Africa. These legends and stories 
reached a peak in Europe during 
the witch-hunting days of the 
Middle Ages. One of the earliest 
descriptions of this transformation 
of humans to rapacious beasts 
was by Marcellus of Sida (117-61 
B.C.) a physician, who described 
the werewolves frequenting the 
Athenian tombs at night as having 
yellow complexions, hollow eyes 
and a dry tongue. It is significant 
that Marcellus described lycan- 
thropy as a disease rather than as a 
physical manifestation of evil 
spirits in a human body. In 1591, 
Joseph Frederic Wolfeshusius of 
Leipzig University described a 
werewolf brought before the Duke 
of Prussia as "an evil favoured man, 
not much unlike a beast . . . with 
many scars on his face". Lancre 
(1613) described several affected 
individuals, mostly males, in the 
same family. Bouget, a 16th- 
century "burning" judge, stated 
that werewolves had a pale skin 
with numerous excoriations, and 
mentions a case of scarring so 
advanced the victim was scarcely 
recognizable as a human being. 
Several other physicians, includ- 
ing Oribas, who treated the 
Emperor Julian, and Donatus of 
Altomani, considered lycanthropy 
to be a treatable disease. Donatus 
also makes light of the fact that 
sufferers had “a wonderful altera- 
tion of the brain especially in the 
imagination and thought”. The 


Toradja natives of the Celebes 
characterized their werewolves as 
having unsteady eyes with dark 
green shadows under them. Their 
sleep was light añd their lips and 
teeth red, despite their habit of 
chewing betel nuts. To quote 1111, 
“A belief as widespread both in 
time and place as that of the 
werewolf must have some basis in 
fact. Either werewolves exist or 
some phenomenon must have 
existed on which, by the play of 
fear, superstition and chance, a 
legend was built and grew.” 
Using medieval -апа later ac- 
counts, Illis was able to construct a 
composite picture of the average 
werewolf—a picture which closely 
resembles a clinical case of erythro- 
poietic porphyria. The werewolf 
was an unusually hirsute person 
with yellowish or pale green skin, 
unsteady eyes and red teeth and 
gums. This type of porphyria being 
a recessive trait, the werewolf was 
usually the issue of consanguin- 
eous parents, and his siblings 
often shared his condition. The 
suggestion that he feasted on 
human blood was no doubt caused 
by the fact that he often had red 
teeth and excreted red urine. The 
accumulation of porphyrins in the 
skin led to acute sensitivity reac- 
tions to light resulting in severe 
scarring, hyperpigmentation and 
mutilation, usually followed by 
hypertrichosis—an entire syn- 
drome more suggestive of an 


animal than a man. The victim's 
physical appearance and its pos- 
sible effect on the nervous system 
no doubt led to disordered be- 
haviour. 

In medieval times the reaction 
would be to turn to witchcraft or 
satanic possession for an expla- 
nation. Because of this, perhaps, 
sufferers tended to venture forth 
only at night in a fear-ridden 
fashion, as a protection both from 
further radiation damage and from 
the suspicious stares of their 
neighbours.—Kent Keeton, M. 
Phil., Dept. of Pharmacology, 
University of Texas, Dallas, Texas, 
U.S.A. 


Opera myth? 
In your Sexindex (vol 7 no 11) you 
have repeated that hoary old tale 
of Gilbert & Sullivan writing an 
unpublished and  unperformed 
work, The Sod's Opera, even 
including the Spy cartoon of 
W. S. Gilbert. You go so far as to 
say that it is believed the Ms is in 
the guardroom of St James's 
Palace. But itis not. Noris it at the 
BBC. Nor in the restricted room at 
the British Museum. There is no 
such manuscript. 

| have heard this tale—some- 
times with a different title. some- 
times a different cast—for the last 
30 years at least. But no one in the 
music profession has ever seen the 
opera, not even the Savoy Opera 
publishers. Most people who tell 
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lists some of the cast, describing 
the opera as “a direct ribald 
parallelto the case of Oscar Wilde”. 
The Sexindex entry does not go 
beyond these sources. Ultimate 
proof may be impossible 80 years 
after the event. As for the notion 
that the entry somehow smears the 
unsullied Victorians by making 
everything Victorian seem porno- 
graphic, the Victorians themselves 
began the attack on Gilbert. After 
seeing a performance of HMS 
Pinafore, in which children were 
involved, Lewis Carroll (C. L. 
Dodgson) wrote: 1 cannot find 
words to convey to the reader the 
pain I felt in seeing those dear little 
children taught to utter such words 
to amuse ears grown callous' 
(Anne Lyon Haight, Banned 
Books, 1955). There is no reason 
why the Ms should be at the BBC, 
or the British Museum (where 
restricted works are classified by 
shelf-marks or collections and not 
by rooms), and since it is not 
suggested that the Ms was ever 
printed, there is no reason why the 
publishers of the Savoy operas 
should have seen it." —Ed. 


Pride and prejudice 

In your reply to John Widdop 
(vol 7 no 11) how can you justify 
your comments on censorship 
when the edition of The Happy 
Hooker which you sell has itself 
been censored by the removal of 
pages 27 and 28? | expect the 


books | buy from you to be 
unexpurgated editions, especially 
as the advertisement for The 
Happy Hooker did not say that a 
certain passage had been removed. 
To say that you have no place for 
censorship and then be a party to it 
is hypocritical, to say the least.— 
D. K. (name and adaress supplied), 
Barnstaple, Devon. 


No censorship is committed by the 
Penthouse Book Society, which 
buys the book from the publishers 
in the form acceptable to their legal 
advisers. There's no point in trying 
to court confiscation, is there ?— 
Ed. 


The kindest cut? 

Am | the only circumcised man 
who wonders what sex would be 
like if | had a foreskin? The 
operation is needless, as most 
doctors now agree. Since penile 
cancer is so rare, it seems obvious 
that the sexual disadvantages of 
mutilation outweigh the risks— 
soap and water seem to be a better 
solution than circumcision. As for 
the phimosis which sometimes 
occurs, isn't it about time that 
medical science came up with a 
less drastic solution than circum- 
cision? Nature evolved the fore- 
skin to receive delicate sexual 
sensations; removing it adversely 
affects the quality of one's sexual 
experience and destroys an aspect 
of sexual pleasure which has been 


successful for millions of years. It 
seems wrong to mutilate the 
newborn in such a way. Whatever 
the medical arguments, it seems to 
me every man should have the 
right to keep (or lose) his foreskin. 
Unlike vasectomy, this operation 
is strictly irreversible. So | urge 
mothers to forbear from depriving 
male infants of a factor in sexual 
prowess. If essential, the operation 
can be performed later when the 
patientis able to give consent. This 
bit of unnecessary surgery | wish | 
could have avoided.—M.T. (name 
and address supplied), Bramhall, 
Cheshire. 


Nursemaid on duty 
| am 26, the same age as my wife, 
and we have been married for over 
a year. | am employed as a tech- 
nician with a large firm in Braintree 
and my wife works as a supervisor 
on the shop floor of a large factory. 
My work takes me away from 
home frequently for several days 
at a time. We both seem to have a 
high libido, especially my wife, so 
we need to masturbate when we 
are away from each other in order 
to keep away from the temptations 
of the other sex, with whom we 
are both thrown into contact. 
Indeed, my wife tells me that she 
often needs it twice a day and 
keeps an artificial penis to aid her 
in this purpose. 

Recently while away from home, 


| had an accident which seriously 
injured both hands and forearms, 
and | awoke in hospital to find 
both my arms taped to flat plastic 
splints and also in slings. Without 
the use of my hands | had to have 
all the little personal duties done 
for me by nurses, and these at 
times produced erections which 
could not have gone unnoticed. 

One of the nurses who attended 
me was always very pleasant and 
sympathetic. She seemed about 30 
and | gathered she was happily 
married with two children now at 
school. One day, after she had 
been helping me to bath, | stood 
up in the water, showing what | 
can only describe as an almost 
bursting horn. | made a rather 
shamefaced apology, to which she 
replied in a matter-of-fact way: 
“That's all right. l've seen them 
before, particularly on teenage 
boys, who can never keep them 
down." 

Then, after a moment, she 
added: "| have noticed that 
you're having trouble, but it's 
nothing that massage can't put 
right." She then turned me round 
conveniently and began to stroke 
my testicles, moving her hand 
upwards to give my penis long 
slow strokes. She certainly knew 
how to work it. | felt no embarras- 
sment, only excruciating pleasure, 
and | did not so much ejaculate as 
come in a flood. The relief was 
intense. | could only say "Thank- 
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you” as she turned to the basin to 
wash her hands. She returned 
with a sponge and began to wipe 
me down, commenting pleasantly, 
“That has certainly got rid of your 
pressures.” 

At my next bath time, the same 
thing happened, though immedi- 
ately | stood up in the water she 
began pumping me without pre- 
liminary comment. For the next 
two weeks until | went home, | 
eagerly awaited my baths. At no 
time did my nurse give these 
sessions a sexual connotation; 
simply sympathy, and | was very 
grateful to her. When | was able 
to go home | told my wife about 
the nurse, thinking that in her 
usual generous way she would 
understand, and even be amused. 
To my surprise she said, “Well, 
to think that all the time | have 
been having to use my substitute 
cock, you have been having it off 
with a nurse in the bathroom!” | 
insisted there had been no sexual 
involvement on her part, but she 
said she couldn't believe it for no 
real woman would have held 
herself back in those circum- 
stances. She added that she had 
kept her part of the bargain and if I 
could not do as well, she would 
herself make use of a man-sized 
penis another time. So now | am 
expecting that when | return from 
my next sales trip she will frankly 
inform me that she has had one of 
her male friends at the factory.— 
J. A. S. (name and address sup- 
plied), Lymington, Hants. 


Protective tax 

In View from the Top (vol 7 no 12) 
you imply that one of our com- 
petitors has launched a new 
sheath with spermicide. Perhaps, 
in fairness, you should mention 
that we have been distributing the 
German Non-A-Stop sheath with 
spermicide in the British Isles 
since 1970. It also contains a 
slowing-down ingredient and sells 
at 20p for a packet of two, includ- 
ing V.A.T. Incidentally, in view of 
the need for family planning and 
the high risk of VD, why is the 
Government making protectives, 
which were free of purchase tax, 
dearer by putting V.A.T. on them? 


—L. Wilkinson, Surex Ltd., Edward, 


St., Blackpool, Lancs. 


Chastity all the way 

Before meeting my present girl- 
friend, | had had several sex 
affairs. She is a virgin and will 
remain one till we're married. She 
is only 17 and she had never had 
any kind of sexual experience 
before she met me: she wouldn't 
even let a guy feel her breasts. 
Her measurements are 36-23-37 
and we can really satisfy each other 
without having to resort to 
coitus. She really loves to go down 
on me and to cool me down she 
beats me off and then licks it all up. 
Sometimes, I'll come between her 
breasts and occasionally l've put 
on a rubber and come between her 
legs. After she hastaken care of me, 
| lick her beautiful pussy. | get her 
to such a climax that she digs her 
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nails into my back and arms. She 
says that every time | eat her out, 
she feels sheis going up the walland 
around the room. Sometimes she'll 
scream when | eat her and that 
really gets me excited. She loves it 
when | put my finger in her bottom 
while I’m licking her pussy, and 
she likes it when | lick her back. 
too. | like her to dig her finger 
right in when she’s sucking me. 

Really, she is the only girl who 
has given me pleasure in sex and 
she can make me come almost 
any way she wants to, so we don't 
need to copulate before our time 
and at least we won't be making a 
mockery when she has a white 
wedding next year. In fact, she 
has even made me come with my 
penis between her toes. Her feet 
are really beautiful and | get a 
hard-on just looking at them. | love 
to lick her feet and suck her sexy 
toes. Just recently, as an extra 
present to celebrate our engage- 
ment, | gave her a small bottle with 
some of my sperm in it, while she 
gave me some of her pubic hair 
in a locket, so we both have a very 
important part of each other when 
we are not together. She is so 
fantastic and special, with a touch 
of innocence that, like her beauty, 
will last forever. It's because we 
really love each other so much that 
we don't go all the way.—F. P. 
(name and address supplied), 
Warley, Worcs. 


Tooth trick 

Having read in Penthouse Forum 
about women with unusual erotic 
characteristics, | feel inclined to 
relate an experience which now is 
some years past. A friend and | had 
been treated by our parents to a 
week in Puerto Rico when we 
were just 17. One evening while 
we were sitting in the hotel lobby, 
a lovely American girl about two 
years our. senior passed by. We 
made some typically immature 
comments and she turned round to 
scold us. Bashfully we apologized 
and she said that, if we were 
sincere, we ought to treat her to a 
nice dinner. 

After several drinks, we were 
giving her the usual lies about our 
experiences that boys share with 
their friends. Though she must 
have seen right through us, she 
said that it was pleasant to be with 
men who knew so much. Then she 
suggested that, since the Puerto 
Rican night sky and air were so 
nice, we ought to enjoy them. We 
were all quite drunk and when we 
reached the beach, she grabbed 
the arms either side of her and fell 
backwards, pulling us down. Then 
she hissed in a low and sarcastic 
voice that there was a trick that 
men even as experienced as we 
might be glad to learn. | was 
stunned when she removed her 
teeth and went to work on my 
friend. We alternated that night 
between gasping under her unique 
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but firmly, | forced her back until 
she was lying across the card 
table. | knelt down, persuasively 
parted her thighs and brazenly 
began to perform cunnilingus 

My wife's expression, as | peered 
pubes- 


over her sisters downy 
cence, was one of \ 
fascination. She watched for 
several minutes, then climbed 
under the card table and began to 
fondle my erection. Soon. as she 
is wontto do, she was playfully in- 
dulging in fellatio. Then she 
ingeniously manoeuvred herself 
into a position on her hands and 
knees and deftly effected a con- 
nection. So there | was, frenching 
my sister-in-law while under the 
table my wife salaciously squirmed 
more and more of me into her. 
Afterwards, she told us that she 
was simulataneously masturbating 
herself. | hardly need to add that 
we spent most of the rest of the 
night abed engaged in unre- 
strained sexual pleasures. My 
sister-in-law had no hang-ups 
about fellatio, either. It was an 
unforgettable night: in fact, it was 
a memorable three weeks. Nor did 
it end there. She has since visited 
us on four occasions and twice we 
have spent Christmas at her place. 

Early this year my sister-in-law 
met a man who wanted to marry 


The facts when buildingastereo system. 

1. Youcantell nothing aboutthe performance of 
stereo equipment from glossy photographs. 

2. Promises of “the natural; “the perfect?’ “the 
pure) soundare just noton. 

3. Good equipmentis expensive. 


4. You only need speakers, an amplifierand a 
turntable to start-buildfrom there. 

5. Don't make the common mistake of ignoring the 
most important factorwhen 
buying stereo equipment-howit | ©" 
soundsto you. 

6. You still want value for money. 


ZNow what to buy and 


Speakers 
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CS99A a 6 speaker system, 15” woofer, 2 mid range, 2 super tweeters, 
1 horn tweeter. Frequency range 25-22,000Hz. Maximum input power 
100 watts. Price excluding tax £127:95 each. 


CSE700 3 speaker system, 12” woofer, 5” mid range, horn tweeter. 
Frequency range 35-20,000Hz. Maximum input power 60 watts. 
Price excluding tax £88:97 each. 


CSE200 2 speaker system, 63” woofer, 2” tweeter. Frequency range 
40-20,000Hz. Maximum input power 15 watts. Price excluding tax 
£21-72 each. 


Receiver 
A unit which receives radio broad: 
amplifier. 


SX828 a powerful AM/FM stereo receiver. 70 
Takes 2 turntables, 3 sets of speakers, 2 mic 
2 sets of tape inputs and one auxiliary input 
£259-28. 


Tuner 
A unit which receives radio broadcasts and mu 
conjunction with an amplifier. 


Amplifier 
A unit providing amplification of sound signals 
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TX1000 a professional AM/FM stereo tuner, outstan 
low distortion and special design for optimum selectivit 
Price excluding tax £154-80. 

SA1000 a well built stereo amplifier, 67 watts per c 
ofresponse 5-80,000Hz. Takes 2 turntables, 2 sets o 
tuner, 2 tape decks, 2 microphones, headphone and 2 aux 
inputs. Price excluding tax £155.82. 


TX500A a versatile modestly priced AM/FM stereo tuner. Price 
excluding tax £65.88. 

SA500A a budget priced amplifier, 13 watts per channel. Takes 

2 turntables, 2 sets of speakers, 2 tape decks, 1 tuner and 1 auxiliary 
input. Price excluding tax £47-10. 


Prices are subject to an increase from 1st April 1973 due to re-valuing of the Japanese currency 


When buying stereo equipment you may find technical 


specifications confusing. Specifications are useful for 
correctly matching different units in your system so that you 
obtain the best performance, value for money and have 

ge equipment that meets your personal requirements. Itis 


important to know what specifications you really need and 
what they mean in simple language. 


Tarstables 


Hz: the frequency of electrical signal is measured in Hertz (cycles per 
second). The human ear responds between 16-20,000Hz. 

Watts: the power output or input is indicated in watts which is a 
measure of electrical power. 

Tweeter: a speaker which reproduces high frequency sound — treble. 
Woofer: a speaker which reproduces low frequency sound — bass. 

(At least one tweeter and woofer is located inside all Pioneer cabinets). 


Extras 


Tape cassette deck. 


PL61 a professional turntable, powered by a non-friction brushless 
DC Servo Hallmotor®, has less electric or mechanical noise. 
Complete with plinth and cover. Price excluding tax £155-03. 


ZEN 
Di 


CT4141 incorporatingthe Dolby ® noise reduction system ‚Facility 
for using chrome tape when recording. Has a memory rewind. 
Frequency response 30—16,000Hz (with chrome tape). 

Price excluding tax £130-88. 


Fr. 


1 SEL40represents a major stereo breakthrough, lightweight, 
open-air designed speakers. Price excluding tax 17:43. 

2 SE30A a popular headphone set, comfortable to wear overlong 

periods. Price excluding tax £12:60. 

SE100 condensertype headphone set which uses electrets 

(improves sound reproduction). Must be used with JB100 adaptor, 

allows you to adjustthe sound level without distortion, thus 

improving performance and quality. Price excluding tax SE100 

£28۰85, JB100£15:63. 


Headphones 


XC NF 
PLA35 a belt-driven turntable, fully automatic single player, perfect 


*orthe man aboutto investin his first system. Complete with plinth and 
cover, Price excluding tax £83:15. 3 


| am interested in knowing more about the 
facts. Please send me any information you 
think I will need when building a stereo system. 
Name. 


Address 


PL12D avery moderately priced belt drive turntable with easy 
operating controls. Complete with plinth and cover. 


Ence excluding tax £42:90; Send to: Shriro (U.K.) Limited, 42 Russell 
Square, London WC1B 5DF. 
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Pain explained 

| fully appreciate what 
Leeds means in vol 7 no12 v. 
says that he has grown accu 
to the pleasure of puni 
pretty young lady assistan 
darkroom. 

My wife, an attractive viv 
girl with a lovely firm 3€ 
figure often gets a spanki 
me and has confessed that 
her very randy. Early last yea 
confided in me that her bo 
threatened more than on 
spank her for very minor offe 
and that the thought of 
discipline being for his pleasur 
well as him being a much о 
man, appealed to her. We th 
fore agreed to meet at lunch 
next day and accidentally bu 
into him at a pub where she k 
he would be. This happened 
over a drink the subject of disci- 
pline was brought up. When he 
hinted that he would like to s 
her | suggested that it w 
probably do her a world of good 

On returning to the office s 
was made to pull up her skirt 
that he could see what she had о 
and then he told her to wait beh 
after everybody else had go 
because he wanted to take dov 
her pants and deal with her no 
that he had my permission. Sh 
told me afterwards that the waitin 
and the thought of being u 
dressed by him had so excited 
in the afternoon that she у 
trembling when she was ca 
into his office. He made her 
off her skirt, pants and tights and 
he then put her over his de 
which had been cleared for t 
occasion. For several minutes he 
fondled her bare bottom and asked 
her personal questions in such a 
suggestive manner that she got so 
worked up she enjoyed the spank- 
ing, administered with the off 
clothes brush, despite the ра! 
She then returned home, brigh 
and cheerful, and after she h 
described the experience we ma 
love several times. Her boss now 
spanks her once or twice a week 
and we always have an enjoyable 
evening when she gets home, 
discussing the details while mak- 
ing love 
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Taking all this into considera- 
tion, M.N.'s girl assistant probably 
s very excited when he spanks 
nd then goes home for her 
d to make love to her.— 
nd address supplied) 


the em- 
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1 whip her, 
t, or give her 


the ten a couple of 
ther boys whc r tying her 
hands behind her, would go off to 
capture the other Indians. On one 
occasion | was left in the tent to 
guard her. She was tied to the tent 
pole and | had this urge to see her 
stump, so | lay on the ground and 
looked up her skirt. | couldn't see 


her stump, but she said if | let her 
go, she would show it to me. | 
untied her and gave her her 
crutches and then she pulled up 
her skirt. The stump was covered 
by a black stocking top. This she 
removed, and then | could see her 
exposed stump. It gave me what | 
now know to be sexual stimula- 
tion. Then she asked me not to tell 
anyone what she had done. Of 
course | promised and, on an im- 
pulse, kissed her on the cheek, 
then ran off to find the other boys. 
Not long after, my family moved 
away but this thing about one- 
legged women has remained with 
me. | have conversed with several 
amputees since, of all ages, and 
once dated a one-legged girl but 
after a couple of meetings she 
turned her attentions to another 
chap whom she later married. 

Since reading P.C.C.'s letter, | 
feel there is no more wrong in my 
fetish than in caning or beating. 
He mentions that he has some 
photographs, but where would one 
get them? Perhaps it would be 
possible for Penthouse to do an 
article, with illustrations, on this 
subject, in view of the interest 
shown.—D.E.C. (name and ad- 
dress supplied), South Ockendon 
Essex. 


Special preference 

| am in my early twenties and have 
a very healthy sex life. Several of 
my friends (including two girls) 
have urged me to tell you about 
my favourite trick, having read the 
increasingly frank correspondence 
in Penthouse Forum. | get the 
greatest pleasure from cunnilingus, 
and usually manage to make it 
quite an experience for my partner, 
too. | get her to recline on a sofa, or 
the bed, with her legs outspread at 
a wide angle. Starting at her 
knees, | begin to kiss her, event- 
ually tonguing my way to her sex, 
which begins to get warmer and 
wetter. My girlfriend is usually 
squirming comfortably by now and 
this is when | produce the main 
prop of my act: a large, slightly 
overripe banana. Having peeled it, 
| place it at the mouth of her 
vagina and slowly begin to thrust 
it in. My partner is usually so ex- 
cited by this stage that | can shove 
most of the fruit in till it becomes 
mushy. | pack as much as possible 
into her, then sit back as she 
fellates me madly for a while. 
Presently, | return to my buried 
fruit and, starting at the tip, begin 
to eat my way down till | come to 
the mouth of the cauldron. As my 
girl begs me to continue, | keep on 
eating, using my fingers and mouth 
to unstuff her. Usually at this 
point my girl is sky-rocketing into 
balls of ecstasy. 

Most of my friends read Pent- 
house and we all agree that we 
would like to see more chicks with 
big boobs as Pets. Lynn Carey 
(December) was fantastic in this 
respect. Also, please show your 


models fondling themselves—that 
really gets us guys going.—G.D. 
(name and address supplied), 
Croydon, Surrey. 


Women and whips 
| don't suppose Н. C. of Sheffield 
(vol 7 no 11) will be in the least 
surprised to learn that women of 
today are every bit as keen as their 
Victorian sisters when it comes to 
wielding whips on horseflesh—at 
least this is my personal experi- 
ence! My fiancée and | have just 
returned from a most enjoyable 
winter skiing holiday in Austria. 
After a week of this "sport", we 
retired nursing our bruises, aches 
and pains and looked round for 
something less energetic to occupy 
the remainder of our stay. After my 
fiancée saw some horse-drawn 
sleighs for hire, next morning 
with the temperature below freez- 
ing but well wrapped up in furs, 
we hired a sleigh. As my girl had 
more riding experience, we agreed 
she should do the driving. | had 
hardly got settled in my seat when | 
heard a terrific crack like a rifle 
report, which in fact was a 
vicious-looking whip 

She didn't leave the horse 
alone for more than two minutes 
at a time and every time she 
raised her whip, | could feel 
something in me rise too. It must 
have done something for my girl, 
for | noticed an unusual glint in 
her eyes and a flush to her cheeks 
that wasn't entirely due to the 
wind and the snowflakes. As the 
drive became more and more 
furious, my fiancée let the whip 
slip, till it was nestling between 
her crutch. How | envied that whip 
handle! After driving for about an 
hour, we could stand it no longer. 
My girl gave a gasp and exclaimed 
that we simply must stop. We 
jumped out into the deep snow, 
secured the horse to a tree and 
tumbled into some nearby bushes. 

| have never known my girl be so 
ready and fruity—she insisted on 
the dominant position, riding on 
top of me so she could keep her 
eyes on the twitching, prancing 
horse. As she rode me, she im- 
plored me to give her sharp slaps 
on her bare bottom and | was only 
too happy to oblige, as it made her 
efforts all the more fierce. The 
mutual climax that we reached 
must have made a deep impres- 
sion, if not on the horse, at least 
in the snow. For the rest of our 
holiday, we hired a sleigh every 
day.—C. L. T. (name and address 
supplied), Harrow, Middlesex. 


Do you read the lively correspon- 
dence in Forum Magazine, the 
journal of human relations ? Each 
controversial issue is packed 
with many pages of frank and 
fascinating readers’ letters. Ask 
for Forum at your newsagent or 
see the subscription announce- 
ment in this issue on page 6 
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LEADERS AND THE LED 

Say what you like about Harold Wilson, but 
he's never short of a silly idea. Remember how 
he was going to “modernize” Britain ? He used 
to go around making speeches about it, never 
bothered by the fact that he didn't even dare 
make a start on modernizing the Labour Party. 
Now he's been casting around for something 
new, and come up with “workers on the 
board”. 

This is another non-starter if only because 
workers don't want to be on the board— 
though a few pushy trade union careerists do. 
Still, it enables Mr Wilson to make appealing 
noises about democracy, and letting the 
worker “participate” (tuck that word away for 
trendy use) in decision-making. 

The curious thing is that Mr Wilson is not so 
keen on workers in the Shadow Cabinet. He 
draws the line at rank-and-file participation in 
Labour Party decision-making. The party con- 
ference has to be allowed to have its annual 
say, and pass resolutions, but he won't hear 
of making those decisions binding on Labour 
MPs. 

Perhaps Mr Wilson feels that as he has to go 
through the motions with his party works 
council it's only fair that businessmen should 
learn to grin and bear it too. 


CRIME & PUNISHMENT 
When reformers were campaigning against 
capital punishment in this country, the im- 
pression was put about that everybody else 
was giving it up and that we were among the 
few old-fashioned holdouts. It wasn't true. In 
fact it was the opposite of the truth, as a new 
United Nations survey shows. 

According to this document capital punish- 
ment, far from being in decline, is still in 
routine use by the vast majority of nations, 


and is increasing in scope and brutality in 
parts. In the Soviet countries it is applied for 
"economic corruption", and in Nigeria for 
ordinary theft. It has lately been reintroduced 
in Argentina and Brazil. In the United States 
the President is moving to defeat the Supreme 
Court's recent ruling that capital punishment is 
unconstitutional. 

Even in Britain there's rising disquiet at the 
lifelong prison terms 'that are the only 
practical alternative to a judicial death 
sentence. It could be that our evident failure in 
replacing hanging has even been a factor in 
influencing the likes of General Amin to go to 
the other extreme with public executions. 

Anyway it looks as though the capital 
punishment debate is going to begin again 
here as it has done in America. Perhaps this 
time someone will come up with a serious 
answer to the obvious question: if punish- 
ments like prison are held to be necessary to 
the control of crime, how can it be argued that 
the worst punishment of all is no deterrent? 
It deters us. 


THE LAST PICTURE SHOWER 
"Late Cinema—Tonight 11.15: Jack Lemmon 
and Shirley Maclaine in Billy Wilder's /rma 
La Douche."—London Evening News. 

Must be one of those New Wave films. 


ADVICE AND DISSENT 
"| am going to advise you not to pay any 
attention to all the different advice you are 
being given."—Woman's Weekly. 

We certainly shan't (maybe). 


PAINFULTRUTH Y 

As women’s lib tells it, women are stuffed full 
of hidden talents that they've somehow kept to 
themselves all through history. And these are 
over and above the known virtues of the sex, 


among which one of the most prized is 
fortitude in the face of pain. You know the 
notion : big strong men are terrible babies over 
a bit of pain, whereas little frail women put up 
with it bravely. 

Well, here's a boost for the put-down male. 
It turns out that women—little frail or other- 
wise—don't do anything of the sort. Scientific 
tests have proved it, says a report in The 
Observer, and what happens is just the other 
way around. Men of all age groups with- 
stood substantially more pain than women. 

If any feminist wants to challenge the 
findings on the ground that the sample was 
unrepresentative she's going to have a hard 
time, because no fewer than 41,000 people 
took part in the tests, 

Sorry about that, Germaine, Betty, Kate, Ti- 
Grace etc. But you'll put up with it bravely. 


DEPARTMENT OF THE OBVIOUS 
“О. How can you tell the age of a snake? 

A. It is extremely difficult to tell the age of a 
snake unless you know exactly when it was 
born."—Detroit News. 

And it's no good asking; they'll try and 
wriggle out of anything. 


DIRTY FIGHTERS 
“Lady reqd. for six hours per week to clean 
small officers at Station Rd, Witney."— 
Witney and West Oxfordshire Gazette. 

That's the trouble with officers—you just 
can't keep them out of the mess. 


STATE OF EXCITEMENT 

"A heavy pall of lust covered the upper two 

thirds of Texas last night and was expected 

to drift south-east over the state by morning." 

Yankton (S.D.) Press & Dakotan. 
Presumably leaving everybody in peak 

condition. 
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PORN LOSERS 

"Perhaps porn ought to be rationed...” a 
London porn retailer suggested unconvinc- 
ingly. This socialist thought, rare still in the 
trade, was nonetheless an understandable 
reaction. Porn has become a luxury because 
of police depredations following the Longford 
report and Raymond Blackburn MP's private 
action against the Metropolitan Commissioner 
of Police to have him prosecute more 
pornsters. 

Porn wholesalers and retailers throughout 
the country seem to have felt the blitz. In some 
towns the pornshops have been swept almost 
clean by local vice squads. Bolton, Lancashire, 
police confiscated £5,000-worth of maga- 
zines soon after the Longford report's publi- 
cation and they haven't been replaced since. 
Says a proprietor there: “The CID boys used 
to be round once in a month maybe. Now it's 
almost every day for a complete shell-out.” 
The police kindly gave him a receipt, and 
apparently told him that, though they have 
impounded the mags, they don't intend prose- 
cuting: they are legally entitled to do this. 
“They destroyed the soft/hard distinction at a 
stroke. Most of what they took was just girls 
on their own, with their knickers down.” 

His solicitor has advised him not to contest 
the police action in court. Even if he won, he 
might have to fork out all the costs. (Accord- 
ing to a recent judge's decision, porn 
publishers and distributors realize they're likely 
objects of prosecution, and even if they're 
acquitted the action may be warranted.) So as 
itis, the Bolton man's takings are down from a 
weekly £500 to about £75, and bankruptcy 
looms round the corner. 

Good hard porn is almost impossible to get 
now in most provincial towns, since the cost of 
restocking is prohibitive when police raids are 
once-weekly or more. One Brighton retailer is 
probably typical of the smaller-sized shops. 
After several raids, and with the introduction 
of VAT to add to accounting difficulties, he 
intends shutting shop. He complains: “The 
vice squad here has so little to do and so much 
manpower, no wonder they leap at Longford.” 
Currently, he's selling off a full range of 
Olympia Press titles too literary, apparently, to 
have been noticed by Brighton's detectives. 

Apart from Longford and Home Office 
circulars putting pressure on local police to 
clamp down on porn, private complaints have 
increased the blitz. One West End detective 
reports : "We are getting them from men who 
must have been all through the backroom 
stock of these shops. They tell us over the 
phone what there is at X's. Before, we didn't 
necessarily investigate. Now we do." In 
Manchester, private complaints about animal 
sex mags have led to the bizarre situation 
where bestiality has been seized but other 
hardcore material left alone. "| could hardly 
believe my luck" said Mr G, a central 
Manchester porn seller. "| had Danish 
Climaxes with close-up fucking and fellatio. 
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Flagellation mags from Holland. Ana/ sex 
series. All safe still.” 

Some entrepreneurs, mainly in London, are 
taking precautions during the siege. (Many 
provincials have given up.) Instead of avoid- 
ing hard porn altogether, they now lock up shop 
or clear the premises while picture books are 
produced for a trustworthy-looking customer. 
Requests like "Please would you mind coming 
back in ten minutes, sir,” are common pro- 
cedure. A few of the most organized shops 
now have arrangements to keep marginal 
literature in the fridges of a West End cold 
storage company, bringing it out occasionally 
after an unsuccessful police raid. 

But even the most heavily capitalized and 
best organized shops seem to believe that if 
police action continues, porn-selling will take 
to the streets—like betting and the tarts used 
to. Already, police sources indicate that touts 
in increasing numbers are leading customers 
to stock-piles in private houses or even 
selling-on-the-spot. E 

Under the clampdown it's the retailer who 
has the worst of it. They have paid COD or 
even in advance for goods impounded. The 
police hammer away at the shops themselves 
—the easiest targets—while the H.M. Customs 
don't seem quite so interested at British 
points-of-entry. At Harwich, Essex, where 
large quantities of Danish, Swedish and Dutch 
porn are unloaded, the magistrates haven't 
been excessively busy with obscenity. 

For the consumer, the post-Longford porn 
witch-hunt has meant price increases 
(Government freeze or not). Danish Climax 
mags a year ago cost £3 or £4 retail—now they 
can cost up to £12, at least in the Lancashire 
shops. Jens Theander's Ana/ Sex series are 
almost unobtainable and fetch up to £20, 
nearly five times their average price 18 months 
ago. 

Publishers and distributors sometimes (and 
more often now) indulge in fraudulent claims 
for their wares, knowing that customers won't 
dare take action. Two East End distributors, 
Sensational Publishing and Subdean Publish- 
ing, have advertised their publications as very 
strong. In fact, they are so weak that no 
obscenity charge would stand up even now; 
but they wrap their goods like real porn to 
persuade potential customers to buy. Such 
frauds are certainly becoming more common. 

It's an ill time for trade and customers. We 
can only wait for the time when the authorities 
decide (as they must sometime) to return to 
their job of dealing with major crime—or, more 
likely, to start another campaign against some 
other fringe group that someone's written a 
report about. A guerilla war against under- 
ground pornsters can never be won. 


TUBE TEASER 

The London Transport committee which 
decides what posters can be shown in the 
tube, has passed an advertisement for 
Cosmopolitan magazine on condition that 
three words are blacked out. For students of 
Obscenity we can reveal that the three words 
are: FRIGID, V.D. and ADULTERY. Earth- 
shattering, what? 


WORLD 


A CHINK IN BRITANNIA'S ARMOUR 

Half a century ago, in clubs, mess rooms, and 
the outposts of Empire, there used to be a 
literary type known as the “crackin” good 
yarn". Successive generations of readers 
waited eagerly for the next adventure of 
Raffles the Gentleman Cracksman, Bulldog 
Drummond or the Saint. For younger readers 
there were heroes like Sexton Blake and his 
faithful Tinker. 

Whatever happened to the "crackin' good 
yarn" ? Leslie Chateris's Saint was adaptable 
enough to fight his way through World War II 
and emerge as a television star in the 1960s. 
But pipe-smoking, public-school ex-soldiers 
of the Bulldog Drummond calibre became 
literary dinosaurs in the world of television. 

However, it seems that London publishing 
houses, dreaming wistfully of golden days 
when novelists made fortunes by telling 
Stories, are turning again to heroes and villains 
of the 1920s and ‘30s. Four of Sax Rohmer's 
incredibly successful Fu Manchu stories are 
.about to be reissued by Cassell. They are 
Daughter of Fu Manchu and The Bride of 
Fu Manchu (£1.75 each); and The Mask of 
Fu Manchu and President Fu Manchu (£1.85 
each). 

Heroes like James Bond or Simon Templar 
pale beforethe yellow menace of Sax Rohmer's 
Dr Fu Manchu—arguably the greatest evil 
genius of popular fiction. Ageless, sadistic, 
cunning, the master of every vile art and un- 
speakable science, Fu Manchu pursues his 
dark designs for the destruction of British 
civilization. The deeds of his secret society, the 
Si-Fan, make the bloodiest warfare of the 
Tongs seem dillettantish by comparison. 

What hope can there be for Sir Denis 
Nayland Smith (ex- Commissioner of Scotland 
Yard), or his loyal assistants, Sir Lionel 
Barton, the great orientalist, and Dr Petrie? 
Fu Manchu holds the degrees of four 
universities, doctorates of medicine and 
philosophy, and speaks every known language 
fluently. An opium-smoker himself, he has 
mastered the secrets of every drug and even 
invented a few of his own—like F. Katalepsis, 
which produces apparent death in his victims, 
who are exhumed from their graves by the evil 
doctor. There are also hypnotic drugs, and 
drugs to destroy memory. These make the 
great scientists of the world his slaves. U-boat 
pioneers build Dr Fu Manchu's submersible 
yacht, while captive entomologists breed 
insects of hideous size, including a spider the 
size of a small dog and a worm with a head 
almost as big as a man's. (Nobody with an 
insect phobia, incidentally, should read The 
Bride of Fu Manchu.) 

In book after book, Fu Manchu and the 
defenders of the British way of life pursue one 
another without mercy. An occupational 
hazard of the Fu Manchu-hunter is the likeli- 
hood of having to deal with his treacherous 
but satanically beautiful daughter, Fah Lo 
Suee. While Fu Manchu seeks to destroy his 


enemies, Fah Lo Suee tries to creep into their 
beds. She collects Englishmen as her male 
concubines. Fu Manchu, who never wars 
with women, keeps her in order with a long 
whip. She is last seen by narrator Alan Sterling, 
in The Bride of Fu Manchu, hanging naked by 
her wrists while the doctor takes his revenge 
upon her. 

Yet Fu Manchu has his own very strict moral 
code and regards himself as the noble 
champion of the East against the West. When 
he gives his word to his most deadly enemies, 
he will keep it, even if it means losing his 
chance to destroy them. Because there are 
such elements of honour in his behaviour, he 
is one of the most totally convincing villains 
who ever stalked the pages of a popular novel. 

His scientific dreams may sound fantastic, 
buteven Fu Manchuin the 1930s never dreamt 
of such fantastic weapons for ruling the world 
as the bombs of Hiroshima and Nagasaki. In 
other respects, too, he was before his time. In 
The Mask of Fu Manchu, his pursuers are 
amazed to see one of his men walk up into 
thin air. They discover a tiny thread of great 
strength which made the climb possible. 
Dr Fu Manchu, it seems, had invented nylon. 

Frequently, and wrongly, the world believed 
that Dr Fu Manchu was dead. At the end of 
President Fu Manchu it seemed certain that 
he had gone for ever beneath the thundering 
waters of Niagara. Apparently not. The evil 
face under the oriental cap with pearl bobble 
is destined to glare out from the bookstalls of 
the ‘70s for a considerable time to come. 


A WORD IN YOUR EAR 

Pop lyrics, when seen without their ac- 
companying music, are notoriously- banal. 
Even the Beatles, who were said to have done 
more to put meaning into pop music than any 
other 10 bands together, were capable of the 
most atrocious jingles, and innumerable 


classics (with the consistent exception of 
Webber (left) & Rice: 
Technicolour dreamers 


Cole Porter) are nothing more than feeble 
collections of silly rhymes. 

The work of Clive James is a notable relief. 
James, who writes the TV column in The 
Observer, reviews books for the Times Literary 
Supplement and presents Granada TV's 
Cinema, is a lyric writer of considerable 
stature, and his latest collection, sung by Pete 
Atkin on the album A King At Nightfall (RCA) 
is outstanding. 

Example: “The Omega Incabloc Oyster 
Accutron 72/ls the only wristwatch for a 
drummer/It tells true and it ain't no bummer/ 
The Omega Incabloc Oyster Accutron 72/ 
Can stand for more than mere immersion/It 
thrives on whiplash, lurch and shock/Trad, 
mainstream, bop and rock/Baby Dodds had an 
early version.” 

What! This is the tricksiest, most confident, 
outrageous lyric writing for 30 years. And 
James doesn't let up, either. He stuffs as many 
words into a bar as he feels like,and the sheer 
cool nerve of his talent carries it off without a 
flinch. 

Another example: “Though he had no great 
gifts of personality or mind/He was generally 
respected, and the proof/Was a line of hired 
Humbers tagging quietly behind/A fat Austin 
Princess with carnations on the roof.” 

Together, Pete Atkin and Clive James are an 
individual and extraordinary team who are 
probably too good to make that enormous 
success that banality often achieves. They will 
never produce a “Chirpy Chirpy Cheep 
Cheep’, though they may well produce a 
"Night And Day". Occasionally they over- 
cook it, and become too self-satisfied with 
their poetic abilities, but when James is 
writing cool, he is unequalled by any writer 
today. 

Final example : “When the King of Rock and 
Roll sang in the desert/He didn't seem to age 
like other men/To Vegas came the ladies with 
pink rinses/Agog to see their dreamboat 
sail again.” 

Good stuff. Elvis wouldn't like it, and that, 

after all, is what progressive rock'n' roll is all 
about. 
HALO, HALO, HALO 
For those who enjoy such things, the score of 
Joseph and the Amazing Technicolour 
Dreamcoat has been released on Robert 
Stigwood's new label RSO. Words and music 
by Time Rice and Andrew Lloyd Webber, of 
course, from an original story by God. The 
artistes include such performers as Gary Bond 
(Procul Harum) and Gordon Waller (Peter and 
Gordon). Said to be “even better than Jesus 
Christ Superstar”, it is to this ear a sort of 
Harold Robbins set to music by Bert 
Kaempfert. 

Nonetheless, one looks forward to Moses 
and the Extraordinary Wonderloaf Manna, or 
whatever's going to emerge from this duo 
next, with some faint interest. 
BROWN STUDY 
"...and now ...the star of our show... Мг 
Please Please himself . . . James Brown and 
the Famous Flames...” 

Hum-ho. Direct from the legendary Apollo 


2 
James Brown: Mr. Please Please himself 


Theatre, Harlem, comes a quaking, shaking, 
soul-tearing, funky, thunky selection of the 
best of James Brown (Soul Classics— 
Polydor) including such nostalgic notables as 
"Papa's Got A Brand New Bag”, “Night 
Train”, “Out of Sight”, “Get Up | Feel Like 
Being A Sex Machine” and many other 
examples ofthe same song under varying titles. 

It seems that whereas white musicians have 
to reach a singularly high degree of profes- 
sional ability to become a legend (Eric 
Clapton, Pete Townshend, Jack Bruce), all a 
black musician has to do is sweat more 
copiously than any of his fellows and look 
nearer to coronary collapse. James Brown 
certainly manages both and, although it's 
mildly amusing to watch on stage, on record it 
sounds like 45 minutes in therivetting shop of 
Vauxhalls. 


THE HOSPITALIZATION TREATMENT 
We're back on the wards again and sometimes 
one wonders if the averagetelly viewerisgoing 
to get institutionalized. 

There was Emergency Ward Ten and Dr. 
Kildare and Doctor at Large and The Doctors 
and Dr. Finlay's Casebook and Owen M.D., 
and now we've got General Hospital, the 
runaway success series which comes on at 
2 p.m. Thursdays and Fridays. 

General Hospital has weaned listeners 


21 


away from Johnnie Walker and Woman's 
Hour and collected the same top ratings as the 
Julie Andrews Show, which went out at peak 
viewing time one Saturday evening. Reporting 
this, a critic described it as a "surprise success” 
but it hasn't surprised Max Marquis and Dick 
Sharples, the script editors and story-outline 
writers for the series. 

“The only surprise to us is the degree of 
success,” says Max Marquis. Both he and 
Dick Sharples are experts in the chain series 
technique, knowing how to leave the viewer 
hanging expectantly on to four will-he- 
won't-he ? story lines at the end of each half 
hour, and they have written so many doctor 
series they could practically qualify as 
medical practitioners. 

“People love the hospital series because it's 
a life and death situation,” says Max Marquis. 
"It's as simple as that. In the great days of 
courtroom drama the appeal was the same. 
Are they going to hang the fellow ? Now, they 
put him away for 20 or 30 years and there's 
no drama in it. 

“The strength of a hospital background is 
that you don't have to take your characters 
outside to get a story. It all happens in one 
place so the viewer has set identification. She 
goes out to put on the kettle and when she 
comes back she knows where she is, still in the 
hospital. And, like police and lawyer dramas, 
you have people coming naturally to you with 
their problems, so there's nó straining after 
story lines. 

“They say: 'l've got this cut, doctor, or 
'Somebody's nicked my budgerigar,' or 'My 
neighbour has knocked down my fence, what 
can | do about it?' The added convenience of 
the hospital situation is that you are in a 
closed community which can include some- 
body for everybody to identify with. And, of 
course, everyone is fascinated by illness and 
the authoritative mystique of medicine.” 

Though they research their illnesses, 
thoroughly and have a tame doctor on hand 
don't they ever get their leucotomies confused 
with their lobotomies ? 

“I live in a street full of doctors," says Dick. 
"Whenever I’m stuck, | just call over the 
fence: ‘Hey, Jim! I’m taking this fellow's leg 
off. What are the likely complications?” My 
own G.P. has been watching my stuff on 
television from the Dr. Finlay days and practic- 
ally considers me a third-year medical student. 
When | say: ‘I've got this pain, doctor,’ he 
says: ‘What do you think it is ?' And I’m going 
on about lesions on the left lung or something 
when it suddenly occurs to me that he's the 
bloody doctor, he should be telling me. 

"Sometimes when we're talking to a doctor 
he mentions a patient with an interesting ail- 
ment and this suggests to us all sorts of 
emotional side issues. At other times we've 
gota good, strong story, so we go to the doctor 
and get a disease to fit it. 

Dick says the secret of a successful series is 
stamina, as they prepare for an all-night 
writing session to blend four scripts into a 
cohesive story. Max says it's good strong 
stories with the proper balance of comedy and 
drama. "You could write The Doll's House for 
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General Hospital: Telly- doc 
Patricia Maynard 


midday television and you wouldn't get an 
audience,” he says. “But you've got to avoid 
the banal and if you patronise, you're lost. 

“When ATV cameto us and said they wanted 
this series created around a modern hospital, 
we went to the Luton and Dunstable General, 
the M1 accident place, muttering : “Oh, what 
on earth shall we write about ?' as you always 
do. Then we walked into this ward which was 
a long corridor with cubicles off it, and in one 
of them was an old gent coughing and splut- 
tering and in the next a lady adjusting her 
dressing gown. 'Do you have men and women 
in the same ward, then?’ we said. And they 
did. We just looked at each other and smiled. 
Marvellous! It could have been arranged 
specially for us. It meant just one set and it 
meant men and women mixing together 
naturally, instead of our having to invent 
situations to get them together.” 

The headaches of a chain series are many 
and varied. Instalments 26 and 52 are weak 
because when they were written the script 
editors didn't know if the series was continu- 
ing and they had to leave the characters hang- 
ing about in case the story lines had to be 
quickly finished off. Actors you've written 
into a story fall ill, go on holiday, leave or are 
asked to leave. "Тһе actors are always terrified 
we're going to write them out," says Max. 
"We had this stealing story and one of the 
nurses came up to us and said: '| haven't 
been stealing. It wasn't me, They're not going 
to fire me, are they? 

Unlike one-off dramas, the chain series 
depends on a story to give each script the 
same character and keep the story lines going. 
“It’s like a steam roller at the top of the hill and 
once you've got it running you can't bloody 


well stop the thing," says Max. "Somebody 
has to control it, say where it's going, and 
that's us.” 


WHEELS 


PEYTON OUT OF PLACE 

There's no getting away from the fact that the 
Tories' Mr Peyton has been a letdown as 
Transport Minister. The Government came in 
with promises to reconsider the absurd 70 
mph speed limit, but after two years nothing 
has been done. No clear statement of any 
aspect of its transport policy has yet been 
made. Even its commendable firmness in 
resisting the lunatic fringe's outcry against 
London's overdue inner ringway has been 
virtually inarticulate. 

As any driver can see for himself, lack of 
direction is bringing general contempt for the 
law. On motorways speeds of 80 to 100 or 
more are everyday routine, interrupted only by 
a glimpse of a police car in the vicinity. In 
cities the parking restrictions that wafflers like 
Douglas Jay think can be intensified are 
already unenforceable. Despite armies of 
traffic wardens, the city driver takes his 
chance along any spare stretch of kerb, and 
more often than not gets away with it. After 
6 pm, parking on double yellow lines is the 
norm. 

The parking fatuity has even been acknow- 
ledged by the introduction of unsightly white 
zigzag-lines to prohibit parking where it's 
already prohibited | 

As for MoT tests and noise restrictions, every 
survey shows them to be ineffective. The 
learner driver tests too are a morassofmuddle, 
delay and whimsy. 

If Mr Heath knows what's good for his 
Government—and nobody can be confident 
about that—he should get rid of Mr Peyton. 
Or is the talent so thin that he can't find an 
improvement ? 


LOTUS IN BLOOM : 

When the Lotus family model comes out it will 
mark an important advance in the unique 
success story of Colin Chapman, surely the 
outstanding figure in Britain's postwar motor 
industry. Lotus is the only important British 
make to start from scratch since 1945, With an 
uncompromising sports-car policy (ie. per- 
formance before comfort) it has built an 
enthusiastic international following because 
its cars, despite problems of reliability, really 
deliver. In addition, they offer invariably ele- 
gant and avant-garde styling, a record rein- 
forced at the Geneva show by the wedge- 
shaped Lotus Esprit. 

If there is one question mark over Lotus it 
concerns price. The low-price policy associated 
with its earlier kit cars is clearly a thing 
of the past. The Elan Sprint now costs £2,471 
which is going some for a tiny two-seater. 
What remains to be seen is whether its new 
four-seater can be produced at a price Lotus's 
traditional market can afford. Or will the 
cachet of a car from the same works as the 
world racing champions snatch a new breed 


of customer ? Ou 
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We started with a flame 
and added as little as possible 


The new Braun Mach 2 


Ideally a pocket lighter should be as 
sure and simple as a light switch. You click, 
itlights. 

So Braun examined all the pieces of 
ironmongery that get between the click and 
the light, and discarded wheel, flint, spring, and 
battery-as well as things like hinged covers. 

The result of radical rethinking is the 


new Mach 2. Essentially it consists of a gas 
tank, a very hard crystal that makes an electric 
spark, and a trigger. 

It is functional-uncluttered by gilding or 
ornament. The design pleases precisely 
because it is simple. 

And the lighter pleases because it 
functions so well. You click, it lights—instantly. 
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Meee ===> 


JUST PICK 
THE 600Y 
YOU WANT 


Tireless steel legs ? 
Powerful nylon heart ? 
Plastic skin 
that won't wear out ? 
In a few years' time, 
they could all be yours. 


Article by David Rorvik 


The future used to be seen as a golden 
age, when bronzed men and women in 
white playsuits and crewcuts would 
walk peacefully around in the sunshine, 
while rocket-ships whizzed overhead on 
their way to Mars. Today, on the 
scientific evidence available, it seems 
that we forgot one vital aspect of 
research when constructing this ideal- 
istic vision of tomorrow. It is not the 
environment that will change, so much 
as man himself. 

The year 2001 will probably see few 
radical changes in our surroundings. 
What it may well see is the arrival of the 
"cyborg"—the man who is physically 
adapted to suit these surroundings. 
Once begun, the adaptations will not be 
minor. Biologists and geneticists are 
already looking forward to women 
laying eggs, men eating grass, and 
people reduced (for reasons of space 
and efficiency) to small electronics- 
packed boxes, out of which they can 
express their love or hatred or fear by 
means of computerized signals. 

So many of these developments are 
being worked on already that some of 
them are probabilities rather than pos- 
Sibilities. It is in medicine and surgery 
that most of the initial research has 
flourished. 

The medical cyborg is a mixture of 
man and machine, created because of 
some deficiency on the part of the man. 
Without the "machine", whether it be a 
sophisticated nuclear pacemaker or a bit 
of plastic skin, the man would be either 
dead or debilitated. The machine pro- 
vides "life" in the fullest sense of the 
word ; indeed, in combination with the 
man, it /s life. 

The man-machine union may be said 
суботе to be “makeshift”, “unnatural” 
or even “unreal”. But these are merely 
evasive fictions—fictions that now ever 
more falteringly insist that “life” is by 
definition the exclusive province of flesh 
and blood, that what is “real” is man, 
that what is “unnatural” is machine. 
The medical cyborg, however, is here 
and here now, pointing towards a new 
dimension that could fundamentally 
change all life. 

Virtually every organ in the body has 
attracted the attention of biomedical 
engineers bent on imitating—or even 
surpassing—what Mother Nature has 
provided. In the making are a number of 
implantable artificial "spare parts" in- 
cluding hearts, lungs, glands, bones, 
joints, bladders, skins, blood cells, 
kidneys, pacemakers, arteries, intestines, 
etc. There is an equally dazzling array of 
external "extensions" including hands, 
arms and legs that can be “willed” into 
action or inaction in a twinkling, "sight" 
systems for the blind and much much 
more. And there is the computer itself, 
the “artifical brain" that is already being 
called into use in diagnosing both 
physical and mental ills. One day it may 
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be coupled directly to the brain for the 
ultimate in psychoanalysis. 

The versatility of the medical cyborg 
may prove so attractive that even those 
without medical deficiencies will opt 
into the new order, assuming various 
mechanical parts, either in the interests 
of “preventive medicine” or to suit 
themselves for specific jobs or environ- 
ments. Still others may seek to trade in 
aging, but not really ailing, bodily parts 
for more durable mechanical ones in the 
quest for longer, more vigorous life. 
Thus virtual immortality may eventually 
become a purchasable product for the 
few able to meet the high price, assum- 
ing, of course, not only that the brain, 
like all the other organs of the body, can 
be simulated (this much seems reason- 
ably certain) but also that the human 
mind can be converted into an electronic 
circuit, preserving rather than merely 
replacing it. Impossible? Only as “im- 
possible” as the artificial organs of 
today—and they were regarded as 
“totally impossible” and the “stuff of 
science fiction” by many learned medi- 
cal scientists only two decades ago. 


NEW SUITS OF SKIN 


Though plastic hearts and artificial 
glands have yet to emerge from the 
experimental stage of development, a 
number of man-machine mechanisms 
have long since made their debuts at 
medical centres around the world. 
Some are so commonplace that we tend 
to take them for granted—things like 
heart-lung machines that take over vital 
functions during various surgical mani- 
pulations, resuscitators and iron lungs. 
Almost as ho-hum are the electronic 
pacemakers and the artificial kidney. 
Even "organ banks”, in which flesh- 
and-blood parts are mechanically sus- 
tained, are well on their way to becom- 
ing old hat. 

Skin, both an internal and external 
organ, may turn out to be one of the last 
organs to be mimicked successfully by 
man. The chief difficulty is this: skin is, 
of necessity, a highly regenerative organ. 
When worn thin, peeled off or otherwise 
damaged, it simply replaces itself. Mak- 
ing an artificial system that can do the 
same will be a major task. Yet the need 
for such a system is great, for extensive 
damage to the skin will kill just as surely 
as extensive damage to the heart or 
kidney. Dr Joseph E. Murray, speaking 
about burn victims before a symposium 
in London, asserted that "an entirely 
new suit of skin ought to be available to 
put on the patient after the burned skin 
has been removed. It is a rather eerie 
experience for the surgeon to see a 
severely burned patient, one who has 50 
to 6096 of his total body surface 
damaged, let us say, walk into the 
hospital or into the first-aid station 
feeling quite comfortable and asking for 
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a cigarette. The surgeon knows that the 
individual within a matter of hours will 
be dead. Possibly, if that new suit of skin 
were available for use, immediate ex- 
cision and resurfacing of the whole 
burned area would be life-saving.” 


LEGS OF STEEL 


To date, the best “artificial skins” are 
really nothing more than liquid silicone 
baths—useful for the short run but far 
from ideal for the long run. Still, many 
researchers are confident that time will 
yield a satisfactory solution to the 
problem. In the meantime, researchers 
are making very good progress in the 
effort to come up with something to 
bond tissues together. Such "adhesives" 
might be of value in the future for 
attaching artificial skin to the body. For 
the present, they may find applications 
in surgery, replacing conventional 
sutures. 

The medical cyborg, even if he should 
come equipped with such exotica as 
Silicone skin, artificial blood, an artificial 
kidney and a plastic.heart, would not be 
complete without a full set of rubber, 
plastic and metal bones. Here, above all, 
the bio-medical engineers are making 
progress. Implantation of artificial bones 
is becoming routine at some medical 
centres, and it cannot be long until a 
nearly complete set of artificial skeletal 
parts will be available. 

As early as the first decade of this 
century, doctors in Britain and the 
United States were using steel plates 
and screws to hold bones together. The 
results were appalling, since the steel 
(pre-stainless) rapidly corroded within 
the human hosts. Today's modern 
alloys have changed all that ; even better 
than the stainless steels are the cobalt 
and chromium alloys, with titanium, 
tantalum, niobium and molybdenum 
(the "space-age alloys") coming up 
strong. Combinations of these and other 
metals may, in the future, provide an 
extremely close imitation of real bone, in 
terms of weight, strength, flexibility and 
resistance to chemical and physical 
stress. 

Today millions of orthopaedic screws 
are implanted in patients each year, and 
artificial bones, joints and sockets are 
being used with considerable success to 
replace their diseased or otherwise 
damaged natural counterparts. One 
woman, implanted with a cobalt- 
chromium knee joint in 1954, still 
walks two to six miles every day without 
assistance or pain. The largest internal 
prosthesis constructed to date consists 
of a hip joint made of cobalt-chromium 
attached to a femoral (thigh) shaft of 
titanium. It is linked to a titanium knee 
joint that comes complete with a cobalt- 
chromium hinge for attachment to the 
lower leg. It turned out that the patient 
for whom it was designed required only 


the lower half of the device, but doctors 
were ready in the mid- 1960s to under- 
take the entire implant. 

One of the pioneers in the field of 
internal prosthesis is Dr John Charnley 
of England's Wrightington Hospital. He 
has now performed more than 4000 
operations in which damaged hips have 
been repaired or replaced with mecha- 
nical parts. The hip is basically a ball- 
and-socket arrangement. Trouble starts 
when the ball of bone at the upper end 
of the femur—because of accident or 
disease—rubs against the roughened 
interior of the hip socket, causing severe 
pain and virtual immobilization. Dr 
Charnley has devised a new means of 
securing the artificial ball to the femur, a 
tremendous advance. In the past the 
ball was screwed into the femur and 
often came loose, necessitating com- 
plete removal of the artificial joint. Dr 
Charnley's technique utilizes methyl 
methacrylate, a plastic long used in 
dentistry, to cement the prosthesis into 
place within the reamed-out femur and 
pelvic socket. "The prosthesis now 
remains permanently, rigidly fixed to the 
bone," Dr Charnley observes. 

He is responsible for further advances 
in this field, being the first to use high- 
density polyethylene in place of metal as 
the lining for the pelvic socket. This has 
greatly increased durability, while 
obviating any need for lubrication with- 
in the system. In a follow-up of his first 
500 cases involving use of the plastic 
"cement" and lining, Dr Charnley re- 
ports that the methyl methacrylate is 
holding firm in nearly all cases. The 
polyethylene wears away at the rate of 
1 mm. per year, allowing the patient to 
go for several years without socket 
replacement. This surgical technique has 
now been honed to the point that the 
operation requires only a little over 
an hour. 


SPACE-AGE SURGEONS 


Several of Dr Charnley's patients ap- 
peared at a surgical staff meeting at a 
Los Angeles hospital in 1970. One of 
these—a woman of 65 with artificial hips 
on both sides—walked briskly without 
pain or limp. A former R.A.F. pilot 
handicapped by a World War II injury of 
20 years' duration performed a creditable 
“go-go” dance. Now surgeons at 
Hollywood Presbyterian Hospital in Los 
Angeles are adopting the Charnley 
technique, performing the surgery in a 
space-age operating arena that amounts 
to a plastic “greenhouse”, constantly 
replenished with ultra-filtered air to help 
avoid infection. 

Dr Alfred B. Swanson, chairman of the 
division of orthopaedic surgery at Blod- 
gett Hospital in Grand Rapids, Michigan, 
reports that artificial thumb, wrist, 
forearm, elbow and shoulder joints will 
soon join the artificial hip in practical 
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nly married 


Io 
him forthe Murphy. 


O» E in. d 
It was love at first sight. The minute I saw that handsome Murphy with 
beautifully designed white moulded cabinet, I knew. The elegant curved corners. 
The neatly situated electronic tuning controls that change channels at the touch of a button. 
To say nothing of the beautiful picture and exceptional sound quality. 
Well... no wonder it won the “Living” design award...and me. 


do it Murphy style 


Murphy Consumer Advisory Department, Rank Radio International Ltd., Power Road, Chiswick, London, W.4. ke 
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DUDLEY GRAY 


Dudley Gray does not photograph girls. He takes diverse pictures 
of erotic objects or erotic pictures of diverse objects. No one is 
quite sure. According to an-obscure though apparently workable 
Graysian theory, “Looking at women is not unlike looking at a 
still life or a tree or, for that matter, a stone building.” In the case 
of Gray's still lifes, a bowl of fresh, dew-laden fruit may have a 
fundamentally lush and voluptuous air. A tree may undulate sen- 
suality. lts branches may stretch in Rabelaisian configurations. 
But stone buildings? 

Gray's girls are something else. The fact that they are warmer 
and softer than stone buildings or that they may undulate or that 
they, too, in certain circumstances, may be fresh and dew- 


laden, doesn't 
seem to bother the 
young master. “| 
can see sensuality 
in anything—even 
humor. If | recog- 
nize humor in a girl, 
| attempt to pull it 
out. A girl bending 
over baring her 
buttocks can be 
funny and sexy at 
the same time.” 
Bricks and mortar 
apart, Gray's forte, 
and ours, is the 
unabashed appre- 
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ciation of, and 
respect for, human 
sexuality. “| create 
an atmosphere, real 
or imagined, and 
convince the girl 
that she's part of it. 
Sometimes | even 
get her to help by 
convincing herself 
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by turning her- 


self on. | feel the 
girl's vibrations 
against me. | search 
for sexuality as a 
miner searches for 
gold. Sexuality is 
the whole trip." 

Gray is an intense, 
studious, easily 
agitated young 
man. He has little 
regard, other than a 
carefully moderated 
intellectual respect, 
for other photog- 
raphers. "| can 
admire their work, 
but the admiration 
is more objective 
than subjective. 
| don't become 
terribly involved in 
what other people 
are doing. | don't 
like anything to 
interfere with my 
own direction." 

He believes that 
eroticism is inherent 
in the essential 
chemistry of the 


ү”, 


> 
human form. That 
you have to probe 
beyond the person- 
ality, and that the 
personality itself is 
merely a facade of 
the fundamental 

life forces he 
wishes to capture. 
This can be accom- 
plished, according 
to Gray, by nuances 
of mood, action, 
color, and often by 
the selective crop- 
ping of choice parts 
of the anatomy. 

All in all, we savor 
those parts already 
in evidence and 
wish him bon 
voyeurage on his 
erotic quest for 
further and better 
feminine particulars. 
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With 150 million books sold in 14 languages, Mickey Spillane holds the world 
record in paperback sales, which is the kind of answer he prefers to the comment 
10 years ago by an English newspaper that "if ever a series of paperbacks ought to be 
withdrawn, banned and flung into incinerators, this is it." Besides, with his 26th 
novel 7he Last Cop-Out just published, his clipped pulp-magazine style of private- 
eye adventure has won through to cultural, if occasional kitsch, acceptance. Spillane 
delights in his success, describes himself as a "manufacturer" of stories, and is 
refreshingly open about his commercial purpose. He believes in winning, and all his 
heroes have to be winners. 

A dedicated "tough guy", he still wears the watchband he recovered from a 
Messerschmitt he shot down in the war, plus other mementoes in the shape of two 
bullet wounds in his thigh and a knife scar on his shoulder. But the hard man 
becomes notably tender when discussing his singer/dancer wife Sherri, whom he 
married in 1965, and who appeared in the nude on the cover of his last-but-one 
book The Erection Set (see Penthouse vol 7 no 1). 

On a recent visit to London, the creator of Mike Hammer, accompanied by Mrs 
Spillane, talked to Penthouse Executive Editor Graham Masterton about porno- 


graphy, violence and just how much he loved making love to his wife. 


Penthouse: How do people react to your wife 
appearing nude on your books ? 

Spillane: My wife is getting noted for her 
undressing sequences. The first night we were 
in England, we were down atthe press reception, 
and the place was filled with photographers, and 
these British sex maniacs are something fan- 
tastic. They say to Sherri: “Would you mind 
posing for something a little risqué ?” Our idea of 
risqué is different from theirs, apparently. She 
says yes. They say could she do it on the top of 
the table, so she gets on to the top of the table, 
she's got her dress and shirt on. Then 
whazzzimm-binngggg she opens the buttons 
up all the way down, and underneath she has 
on a flesh-coloured body stocking. At first 
nobody realizes that's what it is, because when 
you strip your clothes off, quickly like that, the 
imagination goes to work. “My Gawd, she 
doesn't even have on her bloody knickers.” You 
shoulda seen these cameramen grab their 
equipment and start flicking away. “Please, 
this way.” “Please, this way.” She did the same 
thing in Ireland. She opened her dress bzzrrrrrr 
all the way down, and the crowd went 
zooommm and we were surrounded by people. 
Penthouse: With The Erection Set and The 
Last Cop-Out, have you adapted your style to 
suit a more permissive market ? 

Spillane: No, | never adapted it, | just go along 
with the tide. Certain things can be done now 
that weren't done before. It's not a permissive 
thing. My books are quite within the scope of 
what's accepted. | don't go outside of it. Ten 
years ago girls weren't allowed on the beach in a 
bikini without being arrested. Today they're 
going topless and people hardly look. You've 
got topless shoeshine girls, topless barmaids. 
Vve seen topless bowling, which means you go 
in and you match two of your team with two 
girls. This topless bowling can be a lot of fun, 
because the girls are all good bowlers. But | just 
go along with this kind of thing without trying 
to hurry the trend. 

Penthouse: So we're not going to see a 
Spillane Sex Manual ? 

Spillane: No, because that wouldn't sell. It's 
the story that counts and not the amount of 
sex in it. Sex and violence, used properly, in 
their proper perspective, will sell. But if you use 
sex alone, you're just catering to the desires of a 
very small group of people who can exist on 
pure sex, whereas the majority of people, they 
like sex because if it wasn't for sex, you wouldn't 
be here, buddy, and neither would 1. But they 
like it in its proper perspective, in a story. And 
then it's really good. The whole name of the 
game is the chase, not the capture. 
Penthouse: Do you think you could write a 
sex manual ? 


Spillane: I've been accused of doing it. | 
could, but if it's not going to sell, | won't. If | 
wanted to sit down and write pure pornography, 
this would be the easiest type of stuff to turn out 
because it's fictitious. The studs they write about 
in pornography, this is not true. I'm 55 years old, 
and I'm still a lusty character, buddy. You can 
stand 10 broads up there in a row, and | could 
wear ‘em out if | wanted to, but I'm not about to. 
Vd sooner wear my wife out 10 times in a row. 
Sherri: That's the spirit. 

Spillane: You've got it, kid. But this porno- 
graphy thing is true. It doesn't make any 
money. It'll make money for a publisher, but it'll 
never make money for a writer. Do you know 
what writers of pornography get? They get $150 
a book. In the time they took to write that book, 
they could have produced a book which would 
have made far more money. But the creeps who 
write that stuff, | don't think they've ever seen 
sex in their lives. | write about the real side of 
life. If anybody says to me, “When are you going 
to write a good book?” | say: "I already have. 
Twenty-six of them.” 

Penthouse: Your characters like Mike Hammer 
are highly aggressive in their approach to 
women. Is this a desirable technique ? 
Spillane: They're aggressive and lusty. It's a 
man's world, and I'm not a Women's Lib type. 
I've never been. I've got a wife who to me is a 
sex object. To her, I'm a sex object. The only 
people who are liberated in Women's Liberation 
are their husbands, when their women divorce 
them. When Betty Friedan divorced her 
husband, he got liberated. 

Penthouse: Does this opinion stem from your 
upbringing ? 

Spillane: My father Jack was a wild Irishman, 
my mother was a sedate Scotswoman. l'm an 
only child. My father was a very gregarious type 
person, an Irish bartender. | love my mother 
and father. His family came from policemen, 
bartenders, that type. My mother's side came 
from professors and preachers. So | was 
exposed to both sides of the fence. | got dif- 
ferent names. They christened me in the 
Catholic Church and they christened me in the 
Protestant Church. | didn't know the difference 
when | was a kid. So | got a whole bunch of 
names. Irish, and Scotch. My mother called me 
Babe. My father called me Mick. And Mick 
stuck. 

Penthouse: What kind of education did you 
have? 

Spillane: Oh, I’m well educated. | wound up 
in Kansas State College, and today | don't have 
to go to college, I'm lecturing at colleges. | go 
into colleges by invitation and teach the students 
how to write for money. They can be taught 
certain things—English literature and construc- 
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tion—but not how to write for money. | know 
every phase of this business backwards and 
forwards. When | was 17 years old | was a 
professional. | went to college and put my family 
through home. | was supporting my mother and 
father at that age by writing. | was one of the 
handful of guys that started the comic book 
business going. | was in early television and radio. 
I was in the slicks, the pulps, the comic books. 
After the,war | went into the novel field because 
I knew that the reprint market was going to be 
big. At that time, the paperbacks were only 
reprints of hard books. | was the guy who got the 
idea—and Fawcett was the first to pick it up— 
of printing original paperbacks. | saw that 
market come alive. | saw it become a mass 
medium. And I'm one of those Americans who 
work for money, buddy. The biggest thing that 
excites me is the smell of the loot. People say 
to me: “What's your incentive for writing ?” 
and I say to them: “Тһе urgent need for money.” 
This can inspire anybody. 

Penthouse: How rich are you? 

Spillane:l'm not a rich type of guy. My wife 
calls me the best-dressed man of 1941. A 
perfect slob. 

Penthouse: To what extent do your hardbitten 
(and sometimes slobby) characters reflect you 
and your experiences ? 

Spillane: Maybe half the scenes in my bookare 
real. I'm an old reporter, and I’ve been around a 
long time. I'll either describe scenes that | have 
seen, or I'll elaborate on things that have hap- 
pened, but didn't go far enough. | use them in 
their actual locales, too. | used to go round 
researching these things, but | don't have to 
now. | got so much material. The only thing | 
research is the blondes, and the last blonde | 
researched is the one | got married to. Funnily 
enough, I'm still researching her. She gives me 
more material. Shall | tell you what she does to 
те: Every time she gets tired of hearing the type- 
writer going, after three or four hours she can't 
stand that click-click-click-zing—what do you 
do honey ? 

Sherri: | just take off all my clothes and just 
walk past. 

Spillane: “There goes a good chapter! More 
research | That was great honey, | got to put 
that in the story!” 

Penthouse: What is the most violent thing 
that has happened to you ? 

Spillane: | got shot. 

Penthouse: Badly ? 

Spillane: How can you get shot not badly? | 
got involved with some guys. 

Penthouse: Tell me what happened. 
Spillane: | got 'em. Get a load of birdshot in 
your hide one day and see what happens. | stuck 
my nose in where it didn't belong one day and I 
didn't duck fast enough. | was luckier than the 
other guy, though. 

Penthouse: What happened to him? 
Spillane: Well, he's long gone. 

Penthouse: What's the most erotic thing that 
ever happened to you? 

Spillane: | married Sherri, that's what. 1 
married a crazy virgin and | trained her. | call 
her a Spillane-trained dame. The sexiest girl I've 
ever seen in my entire life is this one over here. 
I'm not done training her. Every so often | decide 
totreatherto a new experience. She says: “Jeez, 
where'd you dream that ир!” 

Penthouse: What is it about her that turns you 
on so much ? 

Spillane: We have a funny relationship. 
Number one is we love each other. Number two 
is we're not jealous of each other, which is a 
fine thing in itself. We have different lives, our 
careers don't overlap or anything like that, 
except that she's in a business and l'm in a 
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es 


. . | married a crazy 
virgin and | turned her into a 
Spillane-trained dame 


business. Now, | have to be alone a lot, so | go 
down to the beach where | live and work, and 
she goes off prancing around in show busíness. 
She just got back from Las Vegas, she was the 
star of a big show out there for six weeks. After 
a trip like that, we can get together. We always 
have these wild reunions. If you don't see your 
wife for a couple of weeks, it can be quite a 
reunion. This goes on all the time. It costs me a 
lot of money in airline tickets, because every time 
| start to feel kind of lusty, I’m on an aeroplane. 
We're hand-holders. We kiss in the Savoy. You 
ought to see the way the waiters look at you. 
You're not supposed to kiss in the Savoy, 
especially not at lunchtime. | don't get tosee her 
that much, so we have to snuggle up as much 
as possible. That's a funny thing about people, 
they don't have fun with their own wives any 
more. | feel sorry for a single man. He's trapped. 
A married couple are great. They can walk openly 
into a hotel and go to bed together. They don't 
have to sidle in, with their hands shaking as 
they write their name in the register. We can go 
anywhere and do what we want. Nobody can 
catch us in the act. If someone comes in when 
we're having a good time together, I’d say : “Get 
out or stay and watch. | don't mind, as long as 
you don't bother me.” But if you're single and 
you're caught in the act, usually there's trouble. 
We've been married a long time and being 
married is like being a mechanic. The longer 
you work, the better you get. Marriage is the most 
sensual tie you can have. Two people who love 
each other are fantastic together. You put two 
sex maniacs in the same room—what a wonder- 
ful combination ! What could be happier ? | said 
to a guy one day recently that | was flying out to 
Las Vegas, and he said: "You mean you're 
going to make love to your own bird ?" | said: 
"You're damn right." | couldn't wait to get there. 
We two can tear up a room like you wouldn't 
believe. Sherri's friends don't call her in New 
York when they know I’m going to be there, 
because they know I'll pick up the phone and 
I'll be going pant-pant-whaddya-want-pant. 
And they'll say : "What are you doing ?” and I'll 
yell back: "What do you think, you nut!” and 
bang down the phone. You've got to have a lot 
of wind for those operations. 

Penthouse: Do you get a lot of suggestive fan 
mail ? 

Spillane: l've been writing novels now since 
1946 and | don't think I’ve got more than half 
a dozen crank letters. | get great mail. Mike 
Hammer gets almost as much mail as | do. 
People think of him as a real person. A lot of my 
mail comes from prisons. l've got mail from 
prisoners who've told me they've been framed, 
and I'll say: “This sounds for real", and we've 
gone to the extent of getting them finally 
released by following the case up. | get an awful 
lot of letters from women, and | also get a lot of 
letters that are so identical it's ridiculous. 
They all say: “1 have a great idea for a story. 
You write it, and I'll give you half." | think, "You 
idiot, | could think of a better story in 10 minutes 
than you could think of in your entire life," but 
1 don't say that, because | don't want to hurt 
anyone's feelings. My wife even got her first 
obscene phone call the other day. 

Penthouse: Was it a good one? 

Spillane: Let me tell you. She gets a telegram, 
saying: WHAT A MAGNIFICENT PERFORM- 
ANCE IN LAS VEGAS. It is signed by “Cock 


Robin". | says to Sherr: "Mark my words, 
tonight you're going to get an obscene phone 
call." She'd always wanted to get one and I'd 
always said to her: "What would you do if you 
did—hang up, or what?" She used to say: “I 
want to talk to him." That night, the phone 
rings. The caller uses the name of a guy of about 
60 who's a top theatrical agent in Las Vegas. 
I'm lying in bed and Sherri's sitting there 
repeating out loud everything this guy's saying 
to her, and it's getting wilder and wilder, and 
then she hangs up on him. 
Sherri: He was almost done, right in the midst, 
and | hung up on him. 
Spillane: Immediately the phone rings back! 
He wants more, more! | told Sherri to make a 
date with him, for one o'clock the next morning. 
| was going to meet him at the door and knock 
him on his can. But these guys never want to 
see you, they get all their kicks on the phone. 
Penthouse: So you never got to knock him 
on his can? 
Spillane: No, but | did ring the theatrical agent 
whose name he used. | told him who I was, and 
told him the whole story. This guy is aghast. “Oh, 
terrible!" he says at first. Then suddenly this 
little thing creeps into his voice, and he says: 
"Do you mean I'm so famous that somebody 
actually used my name for an obscene phone 
call?” | broke up. 
Sherri: Another funny thing is, for the last two 
years I've been doing very sexy roles at night- 
clubs, and this time, this particular time when | 
gotthe obscene phone call, | was playing Laurie 
in Oklahoma, which is the sweetest, most in- 
nocent role there is, and that's what turned the 
guy on. 
Penthouse: Mickey, what sort of propositions 
do you get? 
Spillane: | get all kinds of propositions. | get 
lewd nude photographs of women and pro- 
positions and whatnot. But Mike Hammer gets 
them, too. Gee, | don't know what they expect 
from me, but when it comes to a fictional 
character... Anyway, | write them back a letter, 
"that was a very sweet picture you sent to me, 
dear”, that kind of thing. 
Penthouse: How doyou deal with propositions 
from women you get in the street ? 
Spillane: | give them a reply that stems from 
the war. You know, during the blackout in 
London, these girls used to come up to you, 
and they could put one hand on your shoulder, 
and tell by the feel of your clothes whether you 
were British, Canadian or American. They felt 
your shoulder, touched your rank, then they'd 
touch you on the front of the chest fast, to see 
whether you were wearing wings, because the 
guys with the most money were the American 
flyers. We had loads of loot. Then they'd say: “1 
say, mate, how would you like a good time?" 
Everybody would say: “Gee, l'd like to honey, 
but I’ve got to make a train." But you could 
stand up in a doorway with them and still make 
the train. They'd have a cab waiting for you— 
they'd get you to your train on time. The only 
one way to getrid ofthese girls was to say : “Gee, 
honey, I'd love to, but | just came from there.” 
That they understood. It's like shooting down a 
dead duck. They'd say: “Oh sorry mate, better 
luck next time." But it works today with any of 
them. 
Penthouse: Is your everyday life as hectic as 
the life of your characters ? 
Spillane: My life is quite sedate, except when 
I'm with my wife, and then it's very wild and 
hairy and woolly and sensual. When I’m by my- 
self I'm a dedicated fisherman. | go down to the 
beach and cast for a few fish until | feel the 
juices rising, then | go and get on an aeroplane 
and go and see my wife: 

CONTINUED ON PAGE 44 


The best tobacco 
money can buy. 


Rothmans King Size-extra length. 
a finer filter and the besttobacco 
money can buy. 
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EVERY PACKET CARRIES A GOVERNMENT HEALTH WARNING 


“The Longed-for-Moment” by Fragonard (1732-1806) who obviously knew something about romance 


Zizanie is distributed by Faberge 


“world's most expensive 


The 
It all started in Grasse, 
Stor у of just over 200 years ago. 
e 2 Jean Honore Fragonard — 
Zizanie. you may know as a 


master painter of the French Romantic Period — 
but did you know he was also a master perfumer 
of the renowned family Fragonard? 
One day, the great artist was painting 
the portrait of an important member of the 
French Establishment of the Period. 
During the sitting, this particular Duke 
confided that he was distraught over a dreadful 
quarrel he'd just had with his current mistress. 
Fragonard's answer was to present 
the worried noble with his latest formula, 
а new fragrance, saying "Si vous adoptez cette 
fragrance, vos problemes de l'amour n'existent pas”. 
His new fragrance he named “Zizanie” 
and the results were all that Fragonard 
had predicted. 
From the very next morning, the 
grateful Duke told all who would listen about 
the remarkable power Zizanie had over women. 
And the success of Zizanie was assured. 
This all actually took place in the South 
of France a long, long time ago. Today, Zizanie 
is still being made in Grasse precisely as it was 
when Fragonard first formulated it. 
Itis also true that, until quite recently, 
Zizanie was only available to those who 
actually visited the Fragonard estates at Grasse. 
But now Zizanie can be found in the 
United Kingdom — not everywhere, but if you 
have a nose for adventure, you can find Zizanie. 
And with a history such as this, you won't 
be surprised to find that 
Zizanie is one of the 


men's fragrances. 

Is it worth the 
price? Just remember А 
what Fragonard told the 
Duke, so long ago, 
when romance was still 
considered an art form. 


Zizanie: 

the newest 
mens fragrance, 
is over 200 years old. 


SPILLANE 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 40 
Penthouse: You're something of a photo- 
grapher, too, aren't you ? 

Spillane: I'm one of those lucky photographers. 
Some of these photographers take 16 rolls of 
film and see nothing. | shoot six photos and | 
sell all mine. | go to the sports car races, | can't 
get to the great turns where everything's going 
on. So | meander down to the straightaway and 
all of a sudden ping there's a car up in the air and 
I've got pictures of the car doing this. One day | 
got some great pictures down in Sebring, 
Florida. | couldn't get near the cars. All the cor- 
ners were crowded out by the big photo- 
graphers of the world. But these foreign drivers, 
they bring all these girls with them, and the 
bonnets of their.cars are up, and there are these 
girls bent over, what they're doing in the engine 
I don't know, but | see all these backsides and | 
go click. | had about eight pictures of these 
different size what's-their-names . . . derrières. 
Behinds. Girls should never bend over with 
their knees locked, because, their dresses hike 
way up to here, and | got some fabulous shots. | 
sold all my pictures. There are nude pictures of 
my wife on The Erection Set and The Last Cop- 
Out. | show people the jacket of The Last Cop- 
Out and say: “How do you like this picture of 
my wife ? and they say in a very mild type voice: 
“Oh yes, well that's a very nice ass.” When what 
they mean is woowwww. Do you know what 
happens when my wife takes her clothes off ? 
Sherri: Heclaps. Every time. 

Penthouse: How do you feel about sexual per- 
missiveness ? Do you think it's a healthy sign ? 
Spillane: Oh no. It's not healthy. Far from 
healthy, buddy. | don't help foster this per- 
missive society. I'm way behind. I'll report on it. 
I'll utilize it But I'll never do anything to help a 
permissive society go ahead. For instance, the 
advance of pornography, | don't like it. First of 
all, it takes away a great deal of satisfaction from 
a person's viewing. | don't know how people 
generally put this, but l've got my own vern- 
acular for it. In the early days of Esquire 
magazine, they had the Vargas picture and the 
Petty picture—they were very sensual. Now you 
see the way that photographic art has changed. 


There was a time, not too far back, when you 
didn't show too much. Then a woman's breasts 
were shown, then they got into pelvic areas and 
all this, and now it's wide open. Now, in a 
recent magazine | saw there's a man, and pretty 
soon it's going to be males with the females. It's 
coming to that. But what else is going to be 
left? Animalism ? The bad thing about it is that 
pornography is getting to the young kids, and 
the young kids today are so pitiful. They never 
have a chance to learn anything, because they're 
already exposed to it. It's not only going to go 
back to animalism, it's back to primitivism. 
Penthouse: Does this mean you're a sexual 
reactionary ? 

Spillane: No, | don't believe in going back- 
wards. But with sexual permissiveness in maga- 
zines, sexual permissiveness in books, what's 
leftto read ? A good writeralways has something 
apart from the sex—he has a story. What we 
need is something good to go with the sex, not 
just sex on its own. 

Penthouse: Do you think that your books— 
with their violent themes—have directly con- 
tributed to violence in society by making 
aggressive action more acceptable ? 

Spillane: Nota bit, because if you want to read 
about sex and violence, read your daily news- 
papers. You've got it there. My violence isn't 
presented as isolated incidents, like you see in 
a newspaper. They come as climactic periods 
within a story. A policeman, for instance, he's 
very blasé about seeing dead bodies. He sees 
them all the time. Does a doctor worry about 
blood ? Of course not, it's part of his business. 
How many people have seen dead bodies? 
Have you ever seen a shooting? A policeman 
sees them all the time. He's shot at, he shoots 
back. So they're very professional in their at- 
titude. It's like wartime, you get immune to these 
things. But average people are not immune, and 
that's why! wrap upviolencein a context, so they 
can get to grips with it mentally. 

Penthouse: Do you feel that policemen ought 
to be armed ? 

Spillane: Yes, the police should. | think it's 
ridiculous to hamstring the police by not giving 
them guns. Now in Britain, guns are pretty hard 
to get hold of, so they're better off. People still 
have a great deal of respect for the police here, 
but other people come in who don't have that 
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respect for the police and law and order, who 
have guns. The police in New York want to 
carry shotguns and .357 Magnums instead of 
the normal .38, because they need more stop- 
ping power today. | think the police today, with 
the way society has gone, have to carry weapons 
not only to protect the society, but to protect 
themselves. Can you imagine New York City, 
where they're shooting at firemen ? Do you know 
that firetrucks in New York City have steel- 
plated covers over the driver's seats now to pro- 
tect them from bottles and bricks and bullets 
being hurled at them from roofs? These are in 
the ghetto areas, where anybody in uniform is a 
target. | wouldn't even like to be a doorman in 
some of these places. 

Penthouse: So you're in no way a supporter of 
legislation against firearms ? 

Spillane: What good is legislation? Can you 
pass a law against adultery ? They're still going 
to commit it. If you can't find a gun it's easy 
enough to make. If you want to kill somebody 
you can take a knife and fork and do it. Take an 
icepick. You can buy them in the five-and-ten. 
Penthouse: Guns nevertheless are harder to 
obtain in this country. 

Spillane: Are you kidding? Where do you 
think the Irish are getting all their guns from? 
Where do you think they're getting bazookas 
and rockets from? It's hard for the average guy 
in the street to find a gun, but then he doesn't 
look. It's the unaverage guy we're dealing with, 
the guy who wants to commit a crime. More and 
more people are getting shot in this country, 
more and more policemen and more and more 
criminals. Getting hold of a gun is no problem, 
believe me. Now if you really want to keep guns 
off aeroplanes and things like that, the answer is 
to hire a security guard who used to be a pro- 
fessional pickpocket. Those guys don't miss a 
stitch. | know just where to put a gun where no- 
body will find it. They feel under your arms, they 
take your hat off. I'm not going to carry a gun 
strapped to my head ! | had a guy search me one 
day. | had a .45. He couldn't find it. | didn't have 
itin an obscure place, he just didn't feel where | 
had it, and a .45 is not a little gun. 

Penthouse: Where did you put it? 

Spillane: I'm not going to tell you. | might want 
to go through that routine again and win another 
10 dollars. There was a famous murder in the 
States once when the police searched everyone 
coming into the area. They searched the mur- 
derer and they couldn't find the gun anywhere. 
He had the gun in his hand and was carrying a 
newspaper in his hand, and the gun was inside 
the newspaper. 

Penthouse: After The Last Cop-Out, what ? 
Spillane: | have a book coming up called The 
Organ Grinder. Someone tried to use the title for 
a motion picture. | got them, though—l an- 
nounced that title last year. If they want to steal 
my garbage, that's fine—but don't let them eat 
off my table. 

Penthouse: You're something of a Penthouse 
enthusiast, right ? 

Spillane: | like Penthouse. | think it's a hairy 
magazine. Now you've got that Xaviera 
Hollander, she's something else. | did a show in 
Toronto and she was on before me. She'll turn a 
trick anywhere, but she always wants some- 
thing for it. No money? How about your wrist- 
watch? No wristwatch ? How about your tie- 
clip ? Every guy in the show hit her. Afterwards, 
they came up to me and asked me: did you hit 
her? 

Penthouse: And did you ? 

Spillane: Aw no, | got my wife. | got Sherri. 
What else do | need ? 

Penthouse: Mickey Spillane, thank you Og 
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YOGI BARE 


PHOTOGRAPHS / JEFF DUNAS 


very evening, Paula 
Francis peels off her daytime clothes, turns mood music on 
to her stereo, and goes through a series of mind- and body-bending 
Yoga exercises with the fluidity of an Oriental initiate. “I need 


relaxing.” asserts this 22-year-old Californienne. 
l'm a woman and I'm a sensual being, and | need 
activity for my body as well as my mind.” This 


feminine intregrity is Paula’s strongest personal 
quality. “А woman has the same sexual feelings 


aS a man he says, “and she's entitled to 


express them with the same kind of freedom that a man does 
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appearance falls into quite the same category, however. "| feel nudity can most certainly be art, and 


handled in a very artistic way. That's why | wanted to do these pictures for Penthouse so much. But 
nudity for art and eroticism and nudity in public are two completely different things. | don't mind 
private beaches for nude swimming, they re fine, but | have mixed feelings about people running around 
naked on public beaches. | saw a pregnant girl lying naked on a beach, and although pregnancy has its 
Own esthetics, it seemed to me to impinge on the girl's private dignity." Is Paula, then, a romantic? 

| think a woman should be a woman. | like it when a man lights my cigarette, opens a car door for 
me, or holds my arm. l'm more militant about some other aspects of feminism. The liberation movement 
has certainly improved women's rights careerwise. There is now a much better chance for an intelligent 
woman to hold down the same job as a man for the same pay." How about the more sexual aspects of 
feminism ? “I'm sexually not into a woman to woman relationship. It's never appealed to me. However, | 
really have a lot of friends who are bisexual, and | respect their feelings and their emotions. | can 
understand and sympathize without feeling the need to get involved." What does Paula look for in теп? 

| like creative men. Most of the guys | date are in the music business or involved in acting. Dull business 
men bore me, I'm afraid, although some men can make business seem really stimulating and exciting. | 
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definitely prefer 
American men 
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We may have lost our 
Empire, but by 
Gadfrey we've still got 
our gin 
by Kingsley Amis 


No prizes for guessing that the world's biggest 
gin-producer is the United States; more of it is 
made in Peoria, Illinois than in any other town in 
the world, not excluding London. Differing 
varieties come from Portugal, Minorca (British- 
occupied on and off throughout the 18th 
century) and Holland. Perhaps because it's 
based mostly on rye, the Dutch sort is really a 
separate drink 


All the types of gin I've mentioned are pure” 


and low in hangover-producing substances, 
and, should you feel so inclined, will make you 
very satisfactorily drunk .But the best gin of all 
is made in England. This is no flag-waving 
boast, but a considered view based on years of 
patient research, and shared by the great 
American boozologist, David A. Embury. 
Embury and | are also at one on the question, 
which is the best of the English gins ? Answer— 
what is called House of Lords Gin in the States 
and simply Booth's Gin in these down-to- 
earth, democratic islands. What marks it off from 
its rivals is, for me, that it has a stronger flavour 
and aroma; it tastes more like gin. If you don't 
like the taste of gin. I'm sorry for you, because 
you'll never make a real drinker. All | can suggest 
is that you pick another brand and smother it 


with ginger ale and plenty of ice, or switch to 
vodka. 

The characteristic taste of Booth's comes 
to a great degree from its high juniper content. 
Juniper is the chief flavouring agent of gin: the 
two words have the same derivation. There are 
other agents, such as coriander and orris, but 
the odour of a crushed juniper berry is very 
much that of gin minus its alcohol. (All these 
flavours, by the way, come from the real thing, 
not chemical substitutes.) The alcohol comes 
from a distillation based on grain and molasses, 
the result of which is then re-distilled: hence 
the purity referred to. Lastly, water, and what 
sort of water it is is very important, as any ex- 
perienced drinker will tell you, whether his 
tipple is beer or the finest liqueur whiskies. 

Differences in the water used, along with 
differences in the proportion and amount of the 
flavouring agents, see to it that individual gins 
vary widely. A British authority, Joh Doxat, has 
made the claim, if | understand him rightly (we 
were drinking gin together at the time), that the 
different brands vary as much as brands of 
Scotch, if not more. Maybe, maybe not; but you 
should shop around among brands of gin to 
find the one your prefer. You may well find that 
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you go for Brand A in a dry martini, Brand B with 
Angostura bitters (pink gin). and Brand C with 
tonic, etc. 

Doxat also claims, as do many others, that gin 
has a therapeutic effect on the kidneys and 
reduces bodily acidity. It's certain a healthy 
drink, though throwing it down hour after hour 
may be unwise. A friend of mine, also a friend of 
the bottle, tells me that after a run of bad hang- 
overs he switched entirely to gin. Very logical, 
and very successful until about 11 p.m., when 
he found himself regularly bursting into tears. 

As to other brands: Booth's make a lighter 
version, High and Dry. Beefeater, very popular 
with the discerning, has a softness of its own 
and, to my palate, is less dry than most; it may 
appeal to those who don't like their gin too 
ginny. If you want a mild gin with nevertheless a 
distinct juniper flavour, try on your holiday to 
find some Vaughan Jones. distilled in this 
country but only sold abroad. Gordon's I find 
less strongly flavoured than the average. and 
thus good for long drinks. 

If you really want to taste your gin, try it at 
room temperature with about an equal amount 
of Malvern—not, repeat not—tap water and 
nothing else. It's a revelation. 
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What made a girl like that 
fall for a hunchback ? 
Why the devil couldn't she fall for me ? 


Fiction by Patrick McGivern 


Hallo. My name is Simon Brett. I'm a graduate of 
RADA, a veteran of the Korean War, married and 
the father of two beautiful teenaged girls. My wife, 
a former actress, is beautiful too and I’m not only 
handsome and trendy but tanned and fit. | play 
golf, 1 go to a cinema club every Sunday, | 
subscribe to the Sun and Rolling Stone, | take 
three showers a day. For the last 15 years | have 
worked for Squidd Ltd. 

It was in my capacity as a Squidd Progress 
Specialist that | first heard of Miracle Junk. On 
that, | have this memo from Ms. Anna Fairmount, 
Assistant of Development, Squidd, Western 
Hemisphere. Here it is. 

CONTINUED OVERLEAF 


Dear Simon, 

An antique shop in Leeds seems 

to be selling as junk various 

household appliances that we 

have not yet invented. Although 

it sounds silly, our source is one 

of John Squidd's boyfriends who 

does summer stock near Leeds. 

Can you, therefore, look into 

this quickly ? 

Ms. Fairmount 

At the time, | was involved in counter-moves to industrial 
action against one of the Squidd sub-tentacles in Man- 
chester. This project | immediately delegated to a trusted 
Actors Equity double. An hour later, thanks. to the new 
Squidd Dynamo Go-Go Triple Injection Carburettor System, 
| arrived in Leeds after a relaxed 40 mile Glide Ride in my 
new Superbitch Six. 

I can't describe Leeds. | guess nobody can as it now lies 
under 175 feet of compacted rubbish. But, contrary to the 
opinion of The Times and the other underground newspapers, 
the loss of Leeds is Britain's gain. The same goes for some of 
those other towns around there. If you think I’m joking 
examine some of those pre-Inundation statistics from the 
Census Board. 

Leeds 
Registered Party membership—3% 
Television ownership—7% 
Practising homosexuals—a mere 11% 
Unemployment—88% 
Deodorant sales—0% 

Right? And not one flag on view all the way through town. 
And the two churches boarded up, and four of the five pubs. 
Finding the Miracle Junk place was easy. Outside, on a 
patch of grass—real grass, the kind with all those insects in it 
—there was an array of perhaps 50 sinks, bathtubs, toilet 
bowls. Cracked they were, obviously used and—if you're 
ready for this—for sale! Behind this unbelievable display, 
on top of an old tea urn on a porch, there was a sign: 
Antiques, it said, and BRICK A BRACK and MICK'S 
MIRACLE JUNK. 

| went inside. A man—call him that—stood there in the 
clutter of a junk-filled room. You could tell, among other 
things, he hadn't showered that day. 

“What can | do for you ?" he said. 

"The Miracle Junk," | said. "| was passing by. Saw the 
sign. Slowed down. Stopped. Came up. What is it?" 

"Like the sign says," he said. “Old stuff that still works 
good. At miracle prices.” 

“This, for instance," | said, pointing at a translucent cube 
that glowed like a lightbulb. It was one of three on an old 
table with another sign: Eternal Lights, £1.50 each. 

"Like it says," the man said, his big chin splitting in a grin, 
"they never go out." 

| picked one up, noted it was almost weightless. "How do 
you turn it off?” | said. 

"You don't," he said. "You can't. No switch. But it makes 
a great night light for the porch." 

"And it glows forever ?” 

"Forever! There's no switch, there's no guarantee. What 
d'yer want for a quid and a half ? The full тооп?” 

“I'll take one.” | said. And did. | also bought a "paper- 
weight”. The size of a matchbox, it weighed some 60 or 70 Ibs. 

"Magnets, | reckon," the man said, shrugging his massive 
back. 

| bought a device he called a Readi-Drill. It had no bit, but | 
just pointed it at the piece of steel plate he propped up for 
me, pulled the trigger, and the thing bored a neat ğ ins. hole. 
It did the same in the brick wall behind the plate and, as our 
subsequent investigation showed, in a granite boulder 
15 yards beyond the wall. 

"No wires, no batterys," the junk man said shrugging. 
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Battered the objects were, and rusted and not much more 
advanced, really, than the wonderful things you see on the 
gripping sci-fi dramas on television. And just a hair ahead of 
certain marvels that Squidd Ltd. is building for your-future 
now and plans to market sooner than you think. But this 
hunchback, this Quasimodo, was he deceiving me or not, or 
did he sincerely believe my purchases were junk? To this day 
| don't know. 

| left the junk shop. Before leaving Leeds though, | did 
some checking among the local losers. From a pudgy girl all 
hair-rollers and acne, | learned that everybody in town bought 
the Miracle Junk, that nobody saw anything special, for 
instance, in ashtrays in which the ashes vanished, or biros that 
never dried up. 

From a dwarf in Georgie's Café, | learned that Mick got the 
Junk from the rubbish dump on the edge of town. "He's got 
the concession there," the dwarf said. "He burns and sorts 
the rubbish, gets paid for that there. Then he sells whatever's 
useable, so he gets paid for that there. The village gives him a 
free house too there. He's the richest bloke in Leeds." The 
dwarf also told me, and a couple of kids corroborated the fact, 
that Miracle Mick had been selling his super junk for some 
six months. 

"Since he got married," the one-legged kid said. 

"Yeah," the bald one said, "since the same time he said no 
more rat-shooting at the dump." 

Outside town, where the motorway used to be before the 
Inundation, | checked into the Edward Heath Motel. | 
showered, sent a preliminary report to our headquarters in 
London. Then, after Andy Williams and the Evening News 
and a drink, | slipped into a black anorak, a pair of flared black 
denims from the kinky ‘70s, and my black tennis shoes with 
the Squiddskin soles. My Progress Specialist outfit, in short, 
complete with Browning automatic and see-through 
shoulder holster. 

By the time | got to the dump, it was after dusk. Leaving the 
Superbitch parked off the main road, | walked in through the 
woods. From behind a hedgerow, | could see all there was to 
see: old tyres, tin cans and discarded fridges on a smouldering 
hill of stinking rubbish where seagulls lurked and rats 
scuttered from the edible scraps. More work for mother than | 
had glommed in my life, a massive mound of household dirt. 
At the top of it stood Miracle Mick. Beside him was his "wife". 

Before going on, | better clear up some things about this 
"wife". You saw The Times reports, you heard the stories 
spread, despite the rules, by word of mouth. Well, they're not 
true, these stories and reports, they're not true at all. 

As the first “outsider” to see this woman, as somebody who 
observed her many times at close quarters while my in- 
vestigation went on, | can categorically state that she was not 
Miracle Mick's "wife", not the girlfriend of this hunchback 
either, not even his friend. If she did sleep with him on 
occasion, it was always against her will and her actual 
relationship to him—as | will shortly demonstrate—was one 
of bondage. In other words, we do not have here the case of a 
beautiful woman in voluntary association with a throwback 
loser. Their relationship, therefore, in no way represents a 
threat to the British mode of life. Furthermore, if cleanliness is 
any criterion, this woman was then not so beautiful as some 
would paint her. She wore the same garment, for instance, 
every day. A flimsy shift of terry cloth towelling, whether it 
was cold or warm. Since it left all but her navel to the 
imagination, she wore it, no doubt, on Miracle Mick 
command. She never showered, this woman, as there was no 
shower facility in the hut at the dump. In my many attempts to 
ascertain whether she bathed or not, the results were 
inconclusive. Conclusion: the woman was dirty, that is, more 
Mick-like than British—not really our kind of people. 

All right. 

It was almost dark now and the two of them were standing 
there at the top of the rubbish heap. Not saying anything, 
just standing there, waiting for something to happen. | 
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waited too, behind the hedge. 

Maybe 10 minutes passed. | don't know. Then there was a 
crash beside me in the hedge. | didn't move, but | looked over. 
It was a bottle, a white plastic pint bottle. | picked it up. 
Loco-Cola the label said. | never heard of it. Then another 
bottle fell. Then another. Loco-Co/a bottles began falling all 
around me, and all around the dump. Other stuff was falling 
too, straight down from nowhere. A thing that looked like a 
hoover crashed near the hedge. A couple of TV sets came 
down, the screens smashing on impact. There was the plop of 
gnawed bones, rotting vegetables, the fluttering fall of news- 
paper sheets, the din of breaking glass. The junk fell in 
cascades all around the dump. 

Presently this stopped. | didn't move. Mick and the woman 
began to poke through the trash. Picking up some objects—l 
remember two more Eternal Lights but it was too dark now to 
see the other stuff—raking the rest into a heap. This went on a 
long time. When they began to work near me | backed off, 
carefully, into the black of the bug-ridden woods. Hands 
getting filthy, yes, but in this work that's the way it goes. 

Finally, they were done. The selected items the woman 
carted to a shed. The rest Mick pushed over the edge of the 
dump with amazing ease, thanks to the plough mounted on 
his four-wheel drive Squid jeep. While this was going on ! 
took the chance to work over near the hut. Soon flames rose 
up over the ridge of rubbish. There were blue flashes as 
Loco-Cola bottles popped. By the time Mick reached the hut 
the woman was already inside and | stood in the dark, 
positioned at a window, my stethoscope pressed against the 
wall. 

They said little at first, him sorting silently through a stack of 
what looked like comics, she preparing their supper. She 
not only cooked the entire meal but served it and washed 
the dishes later too. And there's one sign, the first, of her 
thralldom to this hunchbacked goon. But now we come to 
what happened next and why they asked me to write this 
piece, which is exclusive. It's from memory and they had the 
TV turned on by now but I'll try, anyway, to get things right. 

Sprawled on a studio couch, the only soft surface in the 
hut, they watched the nightly song from Westminster 
House, delivered with immaculate phrasing by the Prime 
Minister. Gravity's Got Me Down, | think it was called. Next it 
was the David Frost Show, live from Welwyn Garden City, 
and one of the last before old David became Minister of 
Transport. Mick and the woman laughed, oh yes, but in all the 
wrong places. And not with David, but at him. Ат him. 

“Still,” she said, “admit it. He's an unusually handsome 
man. 

“Unusually is right,” the hunchback said. “He's a freak, in 
fact. All the freaks like that go to London. It's the only place 
they can make it. The ordinary people, the normal people like 
me,” he continued, "we don't have to go anywhere. We can 
stay right here where we were born, where we got roots.” 

That's what he said. 

“London,” the woman said, "they told us of London. I'd 
like to visit there. Before it happens, | mean. But | don't think 
l'd want to live there." 

Before it happens. See? 

"You can't live in London,” the hunchback said. “Unless 
you're rich.” 

"Rich ?" she said. 

"| told you about money," he said squeezing, one of her 
feet. “Don't you remember ?" 

"Oh, yes," she giggled. "Money means rich. | had an uncle 
who saved the old money. When they found out about it, they 
put him away." 

Saved the old money. Get it? 

"Down there," Miracle Mick said, presumably referring to 
London again, "you've got to have money. To buy triple 
locks and fox locks for your doors. To buy policemen to keep 
people from killing you, robbing your stuff.” 

"Like they told us in school," she said. 
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"|t always amazes me," he said, his big hand still massag- 
ing her foot, "that every place these beautiful freaks gather to 
toss each other off there are police, guns, trouble, knives, 
violence, riots, wars. Where us normal people live, where 
there ain't nothin' nobody wants, like up here at the dump, 
it's—" 

"Where there isn't nothing nobody wants yet," she 
interrupted. 

“All right. Where there ain't nothin’ nobody wants yet. 
Then, it's peaceful." 

See what | mean? The next thing this oaf said about 
London, about us, I'm not going to tell you. There's a limit, 
you know, to what people can take. When he finished,the 
woman said: “If it's so horrible, why do they all flock down 
there like sheep ?" 

"Because it's the big apple down there." 

"The big what ?" she said. 

“The big apple. Finalist city. Where it's all at.” 

"Where what's all at?” she said. 

"That's what they never say,” he said, sliding his paw from 
foot to leg. “I think where it's all at, kid, is here.” His big paw 
was under the woman's shift. She started, naturally horrified, 
but he persisted. 

“It's getting heavy," she said, resisting. 

“What? The David Frost Show ?” Mick said, his free paw 
tearing the terry cloth from her shoulder so that her breasts 
bobbed free, like— 

"The Miracle Junk," she gasped, meaning something else. 
“It's coming down harder and harder. | think they're getting 
ready with the heavy stuff." 

But it was Mick who was getting heavy. Indeed, he was on 
top of her now—on top of her, mind you, in the barred 
position—her robe still between their bodies but no barrier to 
his rape. He was twice her size. She didn't have a chance. Her 
legs kicked in his beast-like embrace. Her nails clawed red 
channels in his massive back. She drowned out his moans 
and grunts with her screams, screams that rose to crescen- 
does, that rattled the window glass but, in the isolation of the 
dump, did not bring the help she begged for. |, of course, on a 
mission for Squidd, could not intervene. And even if there was 
a moment when | might have slammed a bullet into the 
maniac's back, in that moment he gave a shout that made the 
woman's screams sound like squeaks and then fell back from 
her tortured body in exhaustion. That she then performed for 
him an oral act expressly forbidden under paragraph 3 of the 
Offences Against the Person Act, | attribute to prior orders 
and threats like those under which she had cooked supper, 
done the dishes too. Throughout the entire episode not a 
word had been said. No endearments were uttered, there was 
not even the relief of a giggle or a laugh. More evidence, of 
course, of bestial thralldom, antisocial savagery. 

Now, in the light of subsequent developments, it is being 
said | lost my head that night. They charged, even in the 
sober pages of the Sun, that the dump woman had "en- 
chanted” and “bewitched” me. They claim that in my reports 
to Squidd Ltd. | made no mention of her because it was my 
plan to skip off with this woman, abandoning job, wife, family 
for some paradise for two. Thus, they say, in failing to report 
the woman's strange remarks, | deprived not only Squidd but 
my countrymen of our first early warning as to the problem we 
now face with Miracle Junk. 

Well, ignoring the fact that a warning could not have 
stopped the Inundation anyway, this is all rubbish. True, my 
reports to Squidd never mentioned the woman of the dump. 
True, as my investigation went on, it was not required that | 
personally spend the next 15 nights at the window of the hut. 
And certainly, | did write my wife that note, the one Victor 
Feather read out on nationwide television. And there was 
other evidence—circumstantial, of course, like the presence 
of a packed valise in my Superbitch Six—that | was planning 
to drop out. 

But, my mission for Squidd involved junk, not a woman. 

CONTINUED ON PAGE 106 
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A TASTE FOR FORBIDDEN FRUIT 

For the last few years | have been work- 
ing as a call girl. | started when / was at 
college in order to supplement my 
scholarship, and though | have a 
regular daytime job with a large corpora- 
tion I still entertain wealthy clients. My 
problem is that | have more orgasms 
with my clients than | do with my man. 
I told him and he thought that maybe | 
was getting tired from overworking, 
but I'm a strong girl (5ft 9ins and 
44-29-40) and never get tired as long 
as I'm making money. I have been to 
analysis with no success—all the ana- 
lysts suggest is that | should quit being a 
callgirl. My man says that | only enjoy 
making love when it is illegal. He may be 
right, because the only time I climaxed 
with him was when we screwed in a 
public park. How can I bring the thrill 
back to my private unpaid sex ?—Creole. 
You obviously love the taste of forbidden 
fruit. You enjoy making love to men and 
also like them to show appreciation for 
your services by giving you a reward. In 
France this is called /‘amour vénale 
and many French prostitutes derive great 
pleasure from their customers. When a 
prostitute is selective about her custo- 
mers there is no reason why she 
shouldn't reach orgasms with them. 
During my career | quite often came 
across gorgeous men who were great 
lovers, and enjoyed what started off as a 
business arrangement. lt was an ideal 
combination of business and pleasure. 
Prostitutes are always blamed for being 
cold and mercenary, and accused of 
being nothing but a bunch of fakers. It's 
good to see that you don't belong to that 
category. | once saw a movie in which a 
guy married a beautiful lady who turned 
out to be "frigid". She remained cold 
and aloof no matter what her husband 
tried, but all their lovemaking was con- 
fined to the bedroom. Then one day they 
attended the opening of an art gallery. 
In the midst of all the expensive wood- 
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Call Ile Madan.... | 


All inquiries are treated in confidence. Send to Xaviera Hollander, Penthouse Magazine, 909 Third 
Avenue, 27th floor, New York, N.Y. 10022 (U.S. readers). or 2 Bramber Road, London W.14 9PB 
(U.K. readers). Miss Hollander regrets that no private replies or photographs etc. can be supplied. 


carvings, paintings and crystal can- 
delabra the wife suddenly came on heat 
and virtually raped her husband behind 
an oriental screen, enjoying the im- 
minent danger of discovery from other 
wandering guests. She reached a fan- 
tastic orgasm, and from then on they 
used to make love in the oddest places— 
public parks and lavatories and on one 
occasion a restaurant, hidden under the 
tablecloth while an elderly couple 
enjoyed their meal above them. As you 
obviously like the spice of danger, 
experiment and find suitably risky spots 
yourself. As you also seem to enjoy 
being rewarded for your lovemaking, 
why not set up some kind of game with 
your man? He could pretend to be a 
visiting fireman or whatever looking for 
the services of a great hooker (you), and 
before you start screwing he could pay 
you. If this thought doesn't really turn 
him on, promise that he'll get his money 
back afterwards ! 


DOING WITHOUT A HELPING HAND 
/ am a bachelor, 31 years old. My pro- 
blem is that I've always had satisfaction 
through masturbation. When | try inter- 
course with a girl | have no problem 
getting an erection, but | can never seem 
to ejaculate except by hand. This of 
course prolongs orgasm for the girls but 
leaves me unfulfilled. Do you have any 
suggestions ? | am contemplating mar- 
riage, but | am afraid | will never be able 
to switch over to normal intercourse.— 
Roger. 

When | was a callgirl young men were 
sometimes sent to me by their psy- 
chiatrists. Most of them were still 
virgins ; they either had homosexual in- 
clinations they wanted to fight or were 
simply too shy to find either male or 
female bedpartners. One had been 
raised in a strict Roman Catholic house- 
hold and taught by his domineering 
mommy that sex was dirty and only good 
for making babies once he was married. 


He failed to climax inside me and was 
disillusioned, because he had: been 
eagerly looking forward to his first 
coitus. After a few strokes he simply 
went soft. | fellated his penis erect again 
several times, but coitus always ended 
with the same result. This boy (who 
was 24) got so depressed he thought he 
would never be able to make it with a 
woman. He then confessed that he 
masturbated every night and sometimes 
during the day as well. | laughed at him 
when | heard this and told him that he 
had no problem whatsoever—all he had 
to do was to "stay off the beat for two 
weeks and then come back". Two weeks 
ater he returned nervous and horny. He 
smiled shyly and said: "My psychiatrist 
tells me | won't be able to make it today, 
and it will probably take another four 
visits before | have an orgasm." | told 
him to tell his psychiatrist that he was 
talking bullshit, and the kid reached his 
irst glorious orgasm at the third stroke. 
A second later he was on his feet and 
grabbing my hand. yelling: | am a man, 
made it! Congratulate me and to hell 
with my psychiatrist. Who needs him!” 
told him to take it easy since it was the 
psychiatrist who had been kind enough 
to send me his patients. So, dear Roger, 
quit amusing yourself by abusing your- 
self. Do yourself a favor and stay off the 
beat for a while; it should have the 
required effect. 


BORROWING A NEIGHBOR'S WIFE 

/ ат 25 and met my wife when we were 
both 15, so I've never had sexual re- 
lations with anyone else. Although | 
enjoy sex with my wife, | have the de- 
sire to sample elsewhere. We recently 
moved into a new home and found that 
our neighbors are a young couple much 
like ourselves. | would like to make it 
with the chick if the opportunity pre- 
sents itself, and | think she has the same 
idea. Whenever she comes over to 
borrow anything she does so when only 
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/ am at home. She is always wearing 
either a revealing blouse or a tight 
sweater with no bra or the smallest 
bikini, so I think that she wants more 
than a cup of sugar. My problem is, how 
do / find out for sure whether she's 
willing ?—Hopeful. 

How aboutsuggesting a mutual husband- 
and-wife swapping to your wife? This 
will give both of you a chance to sample 
elsewhere. If this isn't possible and you 
still insist on having an affair with your 
sexy neighbor, remember the coarse old 
English saying: You don't shit where 
you eat. Your neighbor is obviously 
ready for you, but she lives a bittoo close 
for comfort and you will end up living a 
life of guilt and lies if you insist on 
having an affair with her. If all you want 
is a little lighthearted variety, however, 
go ahead and flirt right back. 


TWO'S HUMDRUM, THREE'S DESIRED 
/ am 30, and I've been married eight 
years. Due to a fear of some genital 
disease accidentally caused by my father 
I never had sex with a girl until the night 
before | was married. Now | have be- 
come oversexed. When we were first 
married we used to indulge in sex three 
or four times a day during the week and 
any time and all the time at the week- 
ends. | didn't forget my wife's pleasure— 
the more she derived from our sex the 
more got outof it. | can still take the same 
pace, but my wife can't. A few times 
she's shown that she could be a very 
sexual partner in bed, but usually she's 
content to play a very passive role. She 
maintains that her only erogenous 
zones are her lips and her clitoris, which 
leaves me at a loss, because I'd like to 
enjoy her whole body. She doesn't want 
me to play with her breasts because she 
says itirritates her. When / try to perform 
cunnilingus she begs me to go 
back in her, and the only way she 
can reach orgasm is by my hand 
or penis rubbing her clitoris outside 
her vagina. At one time she agreed 
(after a heated discussion) to a three- 
some with a girl! really desired. For about 
a week we had frequent threesomes, 
but she didn't really enjoy them so we 
stopped. / have tried to encourage 
variety in our sex, but she resists—she 
only wants it once a month. | even tried 
that, but | only managed just over a 
week, masturbating frequently, and I 
found myself pawing her in her sleep. I 
love my wife and want her always, but 
we're so far apart sexually. Should I 
give up and settle for a more placid sex 
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life, or can you suggest something to 
help me ?—D.K. 

Your wife obviously has a mental pro- 
blem. On the one hand she seems to 
enjoy clitoral stimulation, on the other 
she is turned off by cunnilingus. (Maybe 
you don't perform this the right way? 
Perhaps you're too rough and in- 
experienced?) Basically, she doesn't 
seem interested in the lovemaking 
scene anymore, and you've got to find 
out the reason for this. Why don't you 
both sit down one evening and let her 
put her cards open on the table and dis- 
cuss exactly what she does and doesn't 
like ? Since she seems so tolerant about 
your past three-way scene, suggest that 
she chooses the partner next time. If 
she's not interested in this, if sex really 
sn't her cup of tea any more, she must 
realize that your needs are being 
neglected. She ought to allow you at 
least one night off every week so that 
you can go out on the town without in- 
her atall. I'd also suggest that she 
perhaps to see a psychiatrist 
some day. 


A TIDE IN THE AFFAIRS OF MAN 


Recently | found myself in contact with 
a woman who had been my first and 
greatest love. We are both fairly happily 


married, but we discovered that we still 
loved each other and began an affair. To 
my dismay | found that in spite of my 
partners de. ility, eagerness and 
enthusiasm | frequently impotent. 
When I did ac an erection the sex 
was superb, but all too frequently | had 
to satisfy her other means than 
coitus. When w ny wife my problem 


disappeared. quite capable—per- 
haps even m than usual. | know 
this probler be psychological and 
not physi ut how do | overcome it? 
Can you lo ?—8B.H. 

This qu en happens to men. They 
anticipa 


e occasion so eagerly and 
build it o much in their mind that 
when t actually get into bed with 
their girl their hard-on disappears com- 
pletely. They are too concerned to make 
the big score; only when they get used 
to their girl and can relax in her company 
does this problem vanish. In your case, 
it seems that you've outgrown your 
childhood love affair. Though mutual 
feelings of love are still rooted between 
you (“Old love does not rust", they say 
in Holland), perhaps it would be ad- 
visable to keep your friendship on a 
platonic basis. You seem to have made 
the right move in marrying the woman 
who is your wife. The fact that sex with 
her is even better now shows that she 
must fit you like a snug pair of gloves. 
You know what makes her tick and 
obviously know how to satisfy her, so 
why break up two marriages if you are 
happier at home than ever before? You 
can't sit on two chairs very much 


longer. Og 


As the time draws near for the years most pleasurable poll—the selection of the Penthouse Pet of the 
Year—what is now one of the world's largest magazine readerships will be perusing this seductive pictorial 
play-off in preparation for the final vote. 

The Pet quintet on the following pages was selected in response to readers' letters over the past year. 
From these five hopefuls, you are invited to choose the new title holder. The Pet of the Year traditionally 
represents the ultimate in outgoing, contemporary femininity,so in making your final selection, consider not 
only the candidate's visual qualities but the interests and personality she reveals in the accompanying text. 

To participate along with the editors of Penthouse, simply mail the name of your candidate to our New York 
or London office, marking your letter or postcard, “Pet of the Year.” The outcome of your selection will be 
announced, along with an all-new pictorial reappraisal, in our Eighth Anniversary Issue next September. 


Reigning Pet of the Year Miss Tina McDowall (above), a wee, bonnie Scots lass who graduated from the 
London Penthouse Club to become Pet Promotions Director in our New York headquarters, prepares to turn 
her Pet of Pets crown over to one of this year's five finalists, pictured on the following pages. 
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MARIAN MAYLAM 


When something's cooking, it usually means that twenty-five-year-old Marian 
Maylam, A Penthouse Club Pet from Kent, England, is once more proving her 
indomitable domesticity by preparing her favorite Italian cuisine. Shaping up 
to the stove at a stirring 38-24-37, Marian believes that a girl must have all- 
around aptitude to merit a man's approval. A one-time resident of the U.S., where 
she became the most dedicated fan ever of the Baltimore Colts, Marian now 
divides her time between London and rural Kent. And her future? "I'm a man's 

woman. A man will decide my future." 


BILLIE DEANE 


Aspiring actress Billie Deane, twenty, re- 
ceived widespread critical approval for 
her premiere appearance in Penthouse, 
and asa result has been chased for numer- 
ous up-and-coming stage and screen roles 
Most appreciated by London Penthouse 
Club members, however, is her regular 
walk-on part as a cocktail Pet under her 
real name, Gillian Duxbury. Billie/Gillian, 
whose 39-25-37 is worth at least a thousand 
words of her favorite playwright, Shake- 
speare, has a secret ambition to play 
Portia's trial scene in The Merchant of 
Venice as a striptease. "| want to show that 
while men can acquit themselves with 
words, women can do the same thing with 
just their bodies. A woman always has a 
second line of defense.” 


y 


One of the most eye-catching Pets at the 
London Penthouse Club, twenty-one-year- 
old former singer Helen Caunt, keeps her 
36-24-36 in conspicuous trim by regular 
horseback riding in England's rural Buck- 
inghamshire. “Since the right kind of men 
seem to be able to master me easily, | 
think | need a creature like a horse to exer- 
cise a little mastery over myself.” Does she 
dislike male domination? "Not at all. | enjoy 
being ordered around by men. Exploitation 
can only be called exploitation if you don't 
like it, Life without that special male 
security—in any way | can think of—would 
be completely intolerable." Helen's ambi- 
tions? "To sing alongside Elvis Presley at 
Las Vagas, and then to settle down with a 
strong-minded man, for good 


PATRICIA 
CHEROKEE 
BARRETT 


Although a nominal percent of Cherokee 
blood remains coursing in her notable 
veins, twenty-three-year-old Patricia Bar- 
rett is a strong believer in the moral 
principles of the North American Indians 
They were not at all casual about their sex,” 
explains this Montana-born model. "They 
believed in marriage and in taking their 
responsibilities head-on” Cherokee's 
36-22-35 form was molded by history: her 
great-great grandfather was a Forty-niner 
from England who found little gold in Cali- 
fornia but did discover a gr great-great 
grandmother for Cherokee. "| don't think 
I've inherited any of that famous ancestral 
self-reliance though," she asserts. “I'm a 
quiet girl who enjoys being dom | 


LYNN PARTINGION 


In an age of burgeoning sexual freedom, twenty-four-year-old Lynn Partington, an 
elegant English actress from Cheshire, has a notable sense of moral restraint 
Brought up in a convent in India, daughter of a British engineer, she returned to 
London in time for the outbreak of permissiveness. "| was shocked to the core,” she 
admits. "| was nineteen then, and | stayed a virgin until | was twenty-one.” Even till 
six months before her Penthouse centerspread appearance, her closest boyfriend 
hadn't seen her 35-21-35 statistics in the buff. “I was too shy," she says. But her 
morality is entirely her own, not a hand-me-down from her parents. "| made my own 
decision to be virtuous, and | believe it was the right decision. | may be old-fashioned, 
but take me or leave me, that's the way I'm always going to be." 
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Special offer at the harem supermarket : 


ISLAM BAM, GRANK 900 MA’AM. 


Article by Leonard Mosley, O.B.E. 


If you go for a drink on the terrace bar of 
the Saint Georges Hotel in Beirut, 
Lebanon, any warm springtime evening, 
you can see some of the most lissomely 
lovely girls in the world passing by. 

They come in all sizes and pigments, 
and from all quarters of the globe, and 
since there is a strange aphrodisiac 
quality in the balmy air of the Lebanon 
that seems to soften and mellow the 
female sex, it is a rare lovely who doesn't 
smile back glowingly when you look at 
her—and from then on, it's up to you. 

Nowadays, most of the filthy-rich oil 
sheikhs of the Persian Gulf come to the 
Lebanon every spring in search of new 
talent for their harems in Kuwait, Abu 
Dhabi, Dubai and Saudi Arabia. God 
knows, the place teems with potential 
bedmates. Practically every air com- 
pany in the world, from Ethiopian 
Airlines through JAL and SAS to Pan 
Am and Air India, uses Beirut as a main 
stopover for its crews, and sometimes 
the foyer of the Phoenicia Intercon- 
tinental Hotel, where most of the girls 
bed down—when they aren't bedding 
down elsewhere—is so full of brown, 
yellow and pink young faces that it 
looks like a Rockette rehearsal room on 
recruiting day. 

To add to the heady confusion, there 
are also swarms of young students from 
all parts of the Middle East at the 
American University of Beirut. Back 
home in the Bedouin tents of the Yemen 
or the palaces of Riyadh, Kirkuk and 
Dhofar, they are confined by their 
daddies to the women's quarters, and 
only allowed out swathed in veils. But 
at AUB the hair comes tumbling down 
on to bare shoulders, the legs are 
sheathed in the shortest skirts this side 
of the King's Road, and everyone 
seems to be filled with a happy spirit of 
giving. For those daughters of Arabia 
who lose their virginity at the cost of 
bringing the mighty wrath of their fathers 
upon their pretty heads an efficacious 
chemical solution has been cooked up 
in AUB's laboratories by an astute 


student. Carried home to the desert and 
cherished until the right moment, it can 
restore the vagina to its pristine rigidity, 
and no bridegroom sheikh will ever 
guess that someone has been that way 
before. 

The most emancipated and some of 
the most shatteringly beautiful AUB 
students are the Palestinian girls, but a 
wise lover meets them in his own room 
or apartment rather than theirs. The 
Palestinian girls are apt to keep hand- 
grenades under their beds, which can be 
an exceedingly inhibiting factor during 
crucial moments of the encounter. 

The Saint Georges bathing beach, 
just below the terrace, is a favourite 
gathering places for students, air- 
hostesses and local Lebanese lovelies to 
loll around in the sun, well aware of the 
eager eyes watching them from above. 


It was on the Saint Georges p/age that 
the ageing Sheikh Jabir of Kuwait found 
his 30th wife, a ravishing slim-waisted 
Lebanese girl with breasts all but 
boiling out ofher bikin-top. When 
Jabir found out that she came from 
Sidon, where the girls are supposed to 
be especially good with old men, he 
married her. Like most of her fellow- 
countrymen, she turned out to be a 
good business woman, and squeezed 
$100,000 for each swivel of her 
admirable hips and each twitch of her 
fantastic breasts by which she uplifted 
his drooping spirits. 

Then, back in Beirut again, Sheikh 
Jabir's avid old eyes lighted on a nine- 
teen-year-old German air-hostess who 
worked for Pan Am. She was part of a 
noisy party one night in the Paon Rouge 
nightclub of the Phoenicia Hotel, whose 
floorshow on that occasion featured a 
famous Egyptian belly-dancer named 
Nadia Gamal. The moment that Nadia 
had finished her act and disappeared 
from the scene, Helga, the German girl, 
bounced on to the floor, bubbling with 
youthful exuberance and loudly telling 


81 


her companions that she could do 
much better. 

First she let her evening gown slip 
down off her shoulders and fall to the 
floor, and then, gyrating with con- 
siderable expertise, she so undulated her 
slim young body and tossed her mane of 
golden hair that her brassiére slipped 
enough to reveal one of her rosy 
breasts. Her companions dashed across 
the floor and hastily wrapped her back 
in her gown. 

It was enough, though, for Jabir to 
set his emissaries on a procuring 
mission. If a girl would do that in public, 
he figured, what might she not do in 
private ? 

But appearances can be deceptive. 
Helga was a genuine virgin, and a Pan 
Am second officer, who had tried and 
failed to make her otherwise, alerted 
her parents, who ran an hotel in North 
Germany, the moment the sheikh's 
emissaries came sniffing around. Mother 
arrived in Beirut on the next plane, and 
made it plain that not only was -it 
marriage or nothing, but that Jabir must 
also divest himself of all his other female 
appendages. 

The ousting of his Lebanese wife 
alone cost Jabir $2,000,000, but he 
was so eager for his young blonde 
Rhine maiden now that he paid it out 
willingly. When Helga eventually ar- 
rived in Kuwait she found wedding 
presents awaiting her of a stable of Arab 
horses (which she could not ride), 23 
assorted automobiles (which she could 
not drive), a load of precious jewellery 
(which she sent back to Germany to be 
reset), a rose-marble palace on the Gulf 
(which she hated because it was humid 
and had appalling sandstorms, and the 
sea smelled), and a husband whom she 
did not like. She was back in Germany 


within a year, divorced, no longer a 
virgin, but worth several million dollars 
more than when she did that striptease 
in the Paon Rouge. 

As for Jabir, he has turned his back on 
the West and is nowadays more in- 
terested in very young girls brought 
over for him from Iran and Pakistan. Like 
that famous Armenian oil millionaire, 
Calouste Gulbenkian, he has discovered 
a passion for Lolitas. "While it is very 
unkind on a young girl to have sexual 
relations with an old man," Gulbenkian 
used «to say, "it does rejuvenate the 
sexual functions of an old man." Jabir 
keeps one or two young girls just past 
the age of puberty in his harem, and 
regularly replaces them. He doesn't 
have to marry them, either. 

If you can drag your eyes away from 
the girls on the Saint Georges terrace, 
you will notice, every night at six 
o'clock, the arrival of a bizarre couple. 
She wears clothes that were obviously 
made for her by the best maison des 
modes in Paris, and her red hair and her 
pink face have obviously received the 
best cosmetic attention that money can 
buy. But nothing can conceal the fact 
that she is as fat as a girl in a Rubens 
picture—and, alas, she isn't a girl but at 
least 50 years old. 

On the other hand, he can't be more 
than 25 or so, and he is so stunninlgy 
handsome that every girl in sight eats 
him up from a distance, and then sighs, 
because they know he is unavailable. 
His eyes are only for his fat and 50ish 
companion. He holds her hand. He 
leans forward occasionally and puts out 
his other hand towards her breast or 
towards her ample backside, as if he 
were a young lover savouring the 
pleasure of touching his beloved. 

And that is exactly what he is, and 


“It's always the same with child prodigies!” 
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love is what binds the two of them 
together. 

Her name is one of those long ones 
with an Armenian ending to it, for she 
was born in Beirut of a French mother 
and an Armenian father; but everyone 
knows her as Miss Julie. Hank is an 
American from California. The story of 
how they got that way about each other 
is one of the better stories out of the 
Middle East, and | don't think it has 
ever been printed before. 

To get it into its proper (or rather, 
improper) setting, let me first of all fill 
you in about the facts of sexual relations 
in Saudi Arabia, because that was 
where Miss Julie and Hank first met. 

The capital of Saudi Arabia, which is 
now the richest oil country in the world, 
isthe small red sandstone city of Riyadh, 
planted smack in the middle of the 
Desert of Dana. The town is dominated 
by an emormous water tower whose 
slender stem and mushroom top catch 
every glint of light. It is floodlit by night 
and visible for miles around. Some see in 
its shape a symbol of Saudi Arabian 
virility, but to the traveller glimpsing its 
rearing phallic head across the sand 
dunes the earthly delights it suggests are 
not likely to be fulfilled when he reaches 
the city. When Mohammed Ali, the US 
boxer, was staying there last year as a 
government guest, he said: “Doesn't 
anyone ever sing or smile in this town ?” 

The answer is that only the muezzins 
in the mosques sing, and there is really 
not much to smile about. The only 
women you see on the streets are old 
drabs or shapes flitting by enveloped in 
black veils. Even the few foreign women 
allowed in the city rarely go out and, 
when they do, wear ankle-length skirts 
and clothes to conceal their figures. 
The cold period in Central Arabia only 
lasts for about six weeks in December- 
January, but the nip of prudishness in 
the air lasts all the year long. No 
dancing. No cinemas. No theatres. And 
no drink—though sometimes at parties 
in Dhahran or Jiddah, you are given the 
choice of "black" or "white" coffee, 
which turns out to be whiskey or gin. 

Those males with enough money (and 
in oil-rich Saudi Arabia there is plenty 
of that) shake the religious frustrations 
of Riyadh off their shoulders by flying 
off to Beirut or Paris or London, for 
gambling and girls. But their wives 
stay behind—and they must be among 
the most frustrated females in the world. 
Even when their husbands are around, 
they are confined to the harem, forced 
to wait their turn behind three other 
wives and assorted concubines. But 
what do they do for boredom and the 
amorous itch when even the husband 
is away? 

A few years ago, when King Faisal 
was less under the thumb of the 
fanatically religious ulemas (priests), 


one or two of the more sophisticated of 
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index, the: Short for /ndex Librorum Prohib: 
orum, a list of books which, by Papal dec 
forbidden to Roman Catholics as 
Jangerous to faith or morals. Catholi 
an only read or own one of them by sp 
Jispensation. The Index was started by Pope 
Paul IV in 1559 and now numbers some 4000 
tles, including Richardson's Pamela, all the 
ovels of Balzac, Dumas, Stendhal. Zola and 
Alberto Moravia. However, in 1966 the Vatican 
Council disbanded the Curia office which 
vetted new books, and the Pope ruled that 
othing should be added to the Index until the 
author had had a chance to explain his views. 


infertility: Inability to conceive children. In 
men, usually due to absence, insufficiency or 
sbnormality of sperm; in women, to absence or 
disease of the ovaries or uterus or blocking of 
the Fallopian tubes. About one in six of all 
marriages are infertile but probably only 35% 
of these are hopelessly sterile. The others can 
ften be cured by surgery or, in some cases, 
imply by sex counselling—3% of wives who 
omplain of infertility are found on examination 
to be virgins! Many couples are infertile simply 
jecause they make love so rarely or at the 
rong. times. Infertility can also be psycholo- 
gical : many couples who "give up" and decide 
to adopt a child conceive one of their own 
shortly afterwards. A few women suffering 
from a special type of infertility can be helped 
by a drug called FSH (follicle-stimulating 
hormone) taken from the pituitary gland. This 
treatment works in 50% of appropriate cases 
but at present it often results in multiple births— 
quins, sextuplets and septuplets. Also the FSH 
s difficult to obtain: either the whole pituitary 
gland is taken from corpses (and 10 whole 
glands are needed for one course of treatment) 
r urine (one month's supply) collected from 
post-menopausal women—nuns are especially 
helpful donors. Truly infertile couples—the 
35%—must have recourse to adoption or arti- 
ficial insemination (q.v.). 


infibulation: Primitive method of ensuring 
chastity by deforming the genitals. In men, it 
usually consists of stitching the foreskin over 
the glans penis or inserting a ring in the prepuce. 
In women, it consists of sewing the labia 
together (still practised by Muslim and Negro 
Hamites) or clamping them with metal rings. 
or, in a particularly cruel Sudanese version, of 
scraping the labia and then tying the girl's legs 
together so that when the wounds heal the 
abia fuse over the vagina leaving only a tiny 
hole for urination and menstruation. In 1962 a 
pregnant Sudanese woman was examined at a 
Sheffield hospital and found to have a vagina 
too small to admit normal intercourse (it is not 
known how she became pregnant) or child- 
birth. She had been infibulated in 1951 at the 


though the 
n. it was still 
slim families 
routinely infibulated 
ving that coitus 
their voices. They also 
practised anal infibulation, to prevent sodomy 


initiation rites: |n primitive societies, cere- 
monies marking the attainment of adulthood, 
usually at puberty. Common features of male 
initiation are trials of physical endurance and 
circumcision (q.v.), while clitoridectomy and/or 
infibulation (q.v.) áre sometimes practised on 
girls. Among African tribes, circumcision and 
clitoridectomy are believed to be necessary to 
confirm the individual's sex: the Dogon and 
Bambara tribes assert, “A boy is female by his 
foreskin, a girl masculine by her clitoris" and 
the excision of the "organs of opposite sex" will 
ensure the development of full gender identity 
This belief is sometimes emphasized by candi- 
dates donning the garb of the opposite sex 
before the rite : girls may carry artificial phalluses 
and mime the sex act with each other. Female 
initiation may alternatively take the form of ritual 
defloration: in the  Masiyebi district of 
Portuguese East Africa the girls are stripped, 
made to mime the act of coitus to the accompani- 
ment of lewd songs, and then deflowered with 
a "sacred cone”. The Todas, an aboriginal Indian 
tribe, invite a stranger to their village for one 
night to deflower a girl shortly before she 
reaches puberty. Male endurance tests may 
include flagellation with whips or thistles, 
subjection to burns, ant bites and nettle stings, 
tattooing, tooth extraction or, in the case of the 
African Janjero tribe, removal of the nipples 
and a testicle. Sometimes candidates are 
violently pulled about by cords attached to their 
genitals, and the African Chewa require 
initiates to drink urine and eat faeces. Male and 
female initiation rites are often followed by a 
period of sexual licence: the African Venda, for 
instance, allow newly-clitoridectomized girls to 
sleep freely with the boys on certain feast days, 
and the convalescence period is taken up by 
courses of sex instruction. The nearest equiva- 
lent to an initiation rite in modern Western 
society is the Jewish Bar Mitzvah ceremony in 
which adult status is conferred on 13-year-old- 
boys 


Inquisition, the: Roman Catholic ecclesiasti- 
cal court instituted by Pope Innocent 111 in 1233 
to combat heresy. One of its preoccupations 
was sexual offences broadly lumped under the 
heading of ‘witchcraft, and the witch-hunters’ 
manual Malleus Maleficarum is virtually a 
casebook of sexual psychopathology. Once 
accused, the victim wasincarceratedin an airless 
dungeon for several weeks or months, then 
tortured to obtain a confession. Tortures in- 


YOUR PRIVATE 


Apartment 69 


Two sensational dollies, a man, and the wrong key 
set the scene for this top-erotic two part film. 
Part 1 (Code X15A) 11 mins. approx. £6.60. Part 2 
(Code Z158) 9 mins. approx. £5.50. Both parts are 
self-contained for separate purchasing. 


Medium Rare 


The fabulously-stacked Monique Deveraux stars 
in this hot shocker which begíns with six eager 
people. Code X17A. 14 mins. approx. £7.70 


Price of Sexcess: An actor's encounter with a 
girl director and a young blonde. 15 mins. approx. 
£7.70. Code X1A. 


Goodnight Nurse: Nurse and Sister mix it with a 
‘patient’. 16 mins. approx. £7.70. Code X2A. 


Xhibition: A male collector of erotica meets a 
female collector. 15 mins. approx. £7.70. 
Code X3A. 


Vibrations: Three fabulous girls make an 
amorous trio. 15 mins. approx. £7.70. Code X4A, 


The Girl Upstairs: The night the girl in the bath 
needed a handyman! 15 mins. approx. £7.70. 
Code X5A. 


Art for Art's Sake: Two curvaceous girls meet a 
man-about-town. 14 mins. approx. £7.70. 
Code X14A. 


Not a toy, but a self- 
threading mains 
projector with full- 
focussing lens ! 
Unbelievably priced, 
complete with two 
large reels, a screen and 
atestfilm: all for 
£12.951 


SUPER 8 PROJECTOR 


To: Evelyn Rainbird Ltd., Staple House, 
51-52 Chancery Lane, London WC2A1HD. 


Please forward the complete Gioco projector 
outfit £12.95 plus 40p p&p. Please forward 
also the following Standard 8/Super 8 film(s) 
code no. plus your illustrated film 
lists. | enclose my crossed cheque/P.O. for 
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cluded the boot (a red-hot iron shoe clamped 
over the foot), the rack, the wheel, “water 
torture” (forcing water down the victim's gullet 
or covering his face with a water-soaked thin 
cloth so that water enters the lungs) and 
"squassation" which involved hoisting the 
victim to a great height by means of pulleys 
then dropping him down. Burnings of “heretics” 
were held publicly at huge auto da fé (act of 
faith) festivals. Non-repentant heretics were 
burnt alive, but those who expressed contrition 
were allowed to be strangled before the pyre was 
set alight. Most authorities agree that the 
Inquisition was responsible for the deaths of at 
least two million and possibly five million 
victims during its five-century reign. It was 
abolished in the 18th century. 


intercourse, sexual: Coitus. Practised by 
humans in a variety of copulatory positions, 
unlike other mammals, who stick to rear entry 
exclusively. An Egyptian papyrus of 1300 B.C. 
lists 14 choices, the 12th-century Indian 
Ananga Ranga lists 32, the Islamic Perfumed 
Garden 40, and the 19th-century German 
erotologist Forberg (q.v.) totals 90. Kinsey 
found that 10096 of his sample used the man- 
on-top position "frequently" and 996 used it 
exclusively. This “missionary position” also has 
the backing, in Western society, of religious 
sanction. Among Jews, who are exhorted to 
"have intercourse in a most modest possible 
manner”, the woman-on-top variant is specifi- 
cally condemned. The medieval Roman Catholic 
Church was even stricter: anything except the 
missionary was a mortal sin and lovemaking 
more canino (dog-fashion) called for seven 
years' penance. (Zealots could reduce the risk 
of sexual pleasure by the use of the chemise 
cagoule—a sort of heavy sack with a strategic- 
ally placed hole worn by the wife.) Today 
variant positions are only a venial, not a mortal, 
sin to R.C.s and may even be permissible on 
medical grounds. As to frequency of inter- 
course, twice a week as recommended by 
Luther for married couples was found by Kinsey 
to be more or less the modern standard. An- 
thropologists C. S. Ford & F. A. Beach find that 
in most primitive societies where information 
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Sexual intercourse, etching by Zichy. Left: tortures of the Inquisition 


is available, "every adult normally engages in 
heterosexual intercourse once daily or nightly", 
though admitting wide departures from the 
norm, e.g. the Keraki of New Guinea copulate 
only once a week, while the Chagga of East 
Africa claim to do it 10 times a night. In the 
West, religion plays a part in regulating fre- 
quency. The Talmud prescribes permitted 
frequencies for strict Jews according to the 
husband's occupation—weekly for a scholar, 
twice weekly for a laborer, daily for a virile 
youth. Similarly the medieval Christian church 
banned coitus in Advent, Lent, on Sundays 
and numerous feast days etc, effectively cutting 
out half the year. 


intersexes: People whose sex is physiologic- 
ally ambiguous (ie. not transsexuals, q.v.. 
whose sex is only psychologically ambiguous). 
They range from people with almost no sexual 
characteristics at all to people with all the 
characteristics of both sexes—the (very rare) 
true hermaphrodites. Many of these variations 
aredueto chromosomal defects, e.g. Klinefelter's 
syndrome—infertile males of poor intellect, 
with abnormally small testes, little or no facial 
hair and sometimes enlarged breasts—is caused 
by an extra X chromosome in the 23rd (sex- 
determining) pair. Turners syndrome—very 
short, immature females with underdeveloped 
uterus and genitalia and sometimes no ovaries— 
is due to a missing chromosome in the 23rd pair. 
Other mistakes can occur during foetal develop- 
ment. For the first six weeks in the womb all 
human embryos look female. Round about the 
seventh week the sex glands—gonads— 
differentiate into either ovaries or testes, but 
occasionally they fail to do this. Foetal sex 
determination also depends on the hormones 
released during the second and third months 
of gestation, especially androgens, responsible 
for masculinization. In a condition known as the 
“androgen insensitivity syndrome”, for instance, 
the foetuses have normal male XY chromosomes 
and testes but for some reason they are 
insensitive to androgens. So they are born with 
a clitoris and labia instead of penis and testes, 
and raised as girls. It is usually only at puberty, 
when menstruation fails to occur, that the 
presence of testes (either undescended or 
undetectably descended to the groin) is dis- 
covered. These “covert males" resemble 
normal females in almost every respect (though 
pubic hair may be sparse, the vagina slightly 
shorter than usual, and of course they cannot 
bear children) and often become successful 
wives. Conversely, some foetuses with female 
chromosomes and ovaries are flooded with 


androgens in the womb and emerge with male 
external sex organs. They, again, are only 
detected at puberty when menstrual bleeding 
shows through theurethra and the breasts begin 
to swell. More commonly, children are born 
with ambiguous genitalia, e.g. an enlarged 
clitoris and partially-fused labia resembling a 
scrotum. Mistakes can also occur after birth, 
e.g. in a condition known as the "adrenogenital 
syndrome" chromosomal girls with ovaries 
suffer a glandular defect which causes their 
adrenal glands to secrete large amounts of 
androgen after birth as well as before; hence 
premature puberty—sometimes as early as age 
five or six. Worse still, itis a masculine puberty— 
the voice deepens, facial hair develops, the 
clitoris (probably already oversized) becomes 
even larger, and menstruation does not occur. 
Since 1950, however, cortisone treatment has 
cured this condition. 

Modern intersex specialists feel that “sex 
reassignments” should not even be attempted 
after the age of four or five because the resulting 
psychological trauma is so great. They prefer 
to adjust the patient's physical appearance to 
suit his or her own "gender identity" and they 
can now do this quite convincingly, e.g. 
masculinized girl babies with enlarged clitorides 
and fused labia can have these surgically 
corrected; penises can be constructed well 
enough for the boy to be able to urinate stand- 
ing up; plastic balls can be inserted in an 
empty scrotum; breasts can be enlarged or 
flattened by plastic surgery, and hormone 
treatments can usually produce desired secon- 
dary sexual characteristics. It is only in terms 
of the law that intersexes are still unrecognized. 


intra-uterine device (IUD): Female contra- 
ceptive consisting of a small metal or plastic 
loop or coil placed in the uterus. How it works is 
still notunderstood. Evidently the mere presence 
of this foreign body in the womb is enough to 
prevent pregnancy. The failure rate is only two 
or three unwanted pregnancies per 100 years 
of woman use, which makes it more effective 
than all other methods except the Pill. The 
device, inserted by a gynaecologist, has to be 
removed if the woman decides to have a baby, 
and in 7596 of cases pregnancy ensues within 
six months. This simplicity of use makes the 
IUD popular for urgent government-sponsored 
birth control programmes like India's. The chief 
danger with the IUD is that it can sometimes be 
expelled without the woman noticing its 
absence. To counteractthis, many modern IUDs 
are fitted with tiny tails which can be felt by 
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NUDER THAN NUDE 


At last: three new publications for all those dis- 
appointed by “conventional” naturist magazines. 
Specially imported for the British market, Shameless, 
Exposed & Abandoned each contain 40 large (9" x 63”) 
pages packed with startlingly explicit and completely 
unretouched photographs of young nudists at play, at 
rest and in moods of uninhibited affection. Nothing is 
concealed: everything is revealed with a frankness that 
would have been unthinkable until very recently. 


BE BOOK A DREAM! 


Codes SH, EX & AB: £1.25 each or all three for £3, 
\ plus 25р recorded p & р. E 
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the fetishist 


The naked 


the kinky 


PIN-UP 


| Here's the first coffee table sex book: the sex book 
| beautiful. Big and beautiful (size: 9” x 12”), with 270 
pages and hundreds of photographs in colour and black 
and white. Pin-Up is a world panorama of naked, 
stockinged, kinky, lesbian or fetishistic model girls from 
the time cameras first began clicking right up to today's 


the stockinged 


EAS 


the lesbian. 


Penthouse Pets. Treat yourself: 


you deserve it. | 
Code PU: £5.50 plus 35p recorded p & p. m 
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BOOK 


SOCIETY 


/ Genuine limited edition ^ 


FORBIBBER 
FRUIT 


The forbidden fruit of incest has been the theme of 
countless underground novels, none of which can be 
openly published in Britain. They include the Marquis 
de Sade's Philosophy in the Bedroom, in which brother 
and sister take part in a day-long orgy with three others; 
Laura, or The Curtain Raised, in which a girl's lover is her 
father; Laura Middleton, Her Brother and Her Lover—a 
“classic” of secret Victorian pornography—and The 
Power of Mesmerism, in which a young man hypnotises 
his family in order to indulge with them in orgies. 
Incredible and uninhibited as these books are, there are 
many others unknown even to collectors, including 
modern novels in the same vein from Denmark. Here, for 
the first time, Henry Miles makes a startling and exhaus- 
tive study of these and numerous other bizarre and lusty 
novels, with many continuous and lengthy extracts from 
the originals, some translated for the first time in this 
country. 

Warning: Because of the nature of the text of this 
intensive study, the publisher has limited the edition to 
only 1500 beautifully-printed copies; because also it 
contains extracts from books which are otherwise 
forbidden in Britain, the price of the book is intended to 
ensure that it reaches only genuine collectors and 


bibliophiles. 
\Code FF: £8.40 plus 30p recorded p & p. nm 


Only a few years ago this 
superbly-photographed, 
softcover sequence of over 
100 whole-page pictures 

of a young couple in total, 
naked intimacy would have 
been prosecuted as obscene. 
Today we have handpicked 
it as one of the three best 
books of its kind. 

You will delight in the 
clarity of each large plate, 
the eyes-half-closed delight 
of the beautiful girl who 
participates . . . the total 
naturalness of each 
supple-writhing position in 


which she offers herself 
to Su 
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Code LP: £1.25 plus 
Mes recorded delivery 


most satisfying and ego-building things a woman 
is to hear a man come . . . ." 


panties to present you — sensuously — 1 
how on what cautius used to Бе called sexual congress Aso 


| Please send me the following book(s), code no(s) 
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LOVE, LUST & PLEASURE” 


Four shockwave gems from Scandinavia, now in English, with 
a total of approximately 640pp. and almost as many illustrations 
/ drawn from locked archives. Vol. 1 (Code LPB/1) 

covers sexual life from ancient Greece to the French Revolution ; 
Vol. 2 (Code LPB/2) from the Revolution to the present; 
Vol. 3 (Code LPB/3) illus- 
of 


А the satanic in uninhibited sex. 
Almost ail the illustrations are 
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^ sexual myths 


and... ча 
misconceptions. - 


In 1973, there are still thousands of 
people (including doctors) who don't / 
know where it's at or what it's for. A / 

fascinating new report on erotic 
ignorance. ы 


Article by С. 1. Simons 


Paul Birkbeck 


The folk superstitions surrounding sex have 
continuity from ancient times to the present. 
One myth with enduring currency is that a girl 
with a large mouth has a large vagina, and 
that a large male nose suggests a large penis. 
It is still believed that a man who drinks vast 
quantities of milk will ejaculate a greater 
volume of semen, and that a woman with a 
dry vagina during intercourse has been un- 
faithful. Such specific doctrines have survival 
power in society for a variety of psychological 
reasons, though they would be relatively easy 
to dispel on empirical grounds. 

The continuity of superstition is clearly 
shown in the persistence of sexual ritual, from 
the overall framework of the marriage cere- 
mony to such particular matters as the use of 
confetti and the need to consummate the 
marriage on the wedding night. The associa- 
tion of confetti, for instance, with luck ("it 
Paves the way") shows the persistent require- 
ment that the forces of fortune be cajoled into 
favouring the newly married couple Some- 
times aspects of the wedding ritual in modern 
society exhibit a mysterious cruelty, as when 
cases are ripped open for confetti to be 
inserted or when the sleeves of top coats are 
sewn up. Such circumstances, representing a 
type of "privileged aggression", clearly 
indicate the human need for ritual. 

A wide range of specific sexual superstitions 
persist. Many girls have been told that the 
likelihood of conception is related to the 
time of the. two orgasms, that if man and 
woman respond at the same time then 
conception is assured. 

There are still fears in some men that the 
vagina can clasp the penis and make a with- 
drawal difficult if not impossible. 

There are still many funny ideas about 
menstruating women. One writer describes 
the reaction of a Devon butcher following a 
complaint about meat that was not fresh: 
the butcher remarked that perhaps the cook 
was "in that state" when she prepared the 
meat. Girls are still told today that they should 
not wash their hair while menstruating, or pick 
fruit lest it go bad. 


ohoked by condoms 


feel that “if you lose your womb you lose your 
man.” In such an attitude the power that a 
woman has over a man lies in the womb, and 
sterilization (which need not involve the 
uterus) would undermine the man/woman 
relationship. 

One body concept influencing attitudes to 
contraception, and recorded by Sheila 
Kitzinger of Jamaican peasant women, is the 
idea that there is one passage leading from 
the mouth down through the stomach and 
uterus, where it branches out to reach the 
anus and vagina. The women believe that 
anything inserted at one end of the passage 
may emerge through the other, and that there 
is a danger of blocking when, for example, a 
sheath is used. There are many tales of how a 
woman's husband used acondom which came 
off and passed into the passage, to gradually 
work its way up her throat, where it finally 
choked her. 

Today many women still feel, partly under 
the stimulus of Roman Catholicism and other 
reactionary creeds, that contraception is 
“against nature”. Some believe, and have been 
told by priests and other moralists, that artificial 
birth control can cause cancer, sterility and a 
whole host of other ills. A 15-year-old 
Jamaican girl, waiting in an English hospital 
(with dangerously high blood pressure and 
toxaemia) for her first baby, is quoted as say- 
ing on birth control, “Oh, no, | wouldn't. It's 
too dangerous.” 


misleading moralizing 


The effectiveness of various contraceptive 
techniques is often hampered by superstitious 
and silly attitudes about sex, the body, еїс. 
Some women believe that if they forget to take 
their pill one night a double dose will suffice 
the next. There are many cases on record of 
where a woman, though sexually active, has 
taken no contraceptive pills for a week or so, 
and then consumed half-a-dozen to redress 
the balance. Nor is it uncommon for people 
to think that the /east fertile time is midway 
between a woman's periods, a belief relating 
to an earlier doctrine that menstrual blood 
and the "woman's seed" are somehow con- 
nected. Michael. Schofield, in The Sexual 
Behaviour of Young People (Pelican), 
records one teenager's contribution on the 
subject of contraception: "There's the Greek 
method. Apparently one can temporarily 
sterilize oneself by heating one's organs in 
boiling water,” 

An interesting article in a recent New 
Society relates how women's feelings towards 
their own bodies can affect contraceptive 
measures. Female sterilization, for instance, is 
an alarming possibility to many women who 
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In Britain we are accustomed to hearing talk 
of widespread sex education, the corollary 
being that today no-one is ignorant of the 
basic facts about sex. In fact much of the 
education given is superficial and moralistic, 
and in too many cases misleading or false 
information is conveyed to children. A recent 
booklet by Maurice Hill and Michael Lloyd- 
Jones has pointed out a number of errors in 
sex education books written by doctors and 
other medical experts. For instance, Dr Julia 
Dawkins informs her readers (reference in Sex 
Education) that "The left scrotum hangs lower 
than does the right." The Hill/Lloyd-Jones 
comment—"'We are surprised that a doctor 
should not know that one scrotum per man is 
the usual quota." Hacker states that semen is 
colourless and odourless. In the Dawkins 
book, on a diagram of the sex organs coyly 
labelled "his" and "hers", the urethra is 
labelled as the vagina. Dawkins also chooses 
to observe that "Your eggs won't get fertilized 
until you are quite grown up and have a 
husband." 

Pauline Perry suggests that there is a fall in 
temperature at the time of the month when 
ovulation takes place. In fact there is a rise 
in temperature. Matthews notes that the sperm 
swim up the long tube "which runs through 
the man's groin and into his tummy”. Thus 
spermatozoa somehow get mixed up with 
food! Sometimes the facts of genetics are 
equally erroneously portrayed: Hernandez 
writes: "Except for the sex cells, each 
human's millions of cells contain 48 chromo- 
somes in pairs. But the female's egg cells and 
the male's sex cells contain only 24 chromo- 
somes each." In reality there are 23 chromo- 
somes in the egg-cell and the same in the 
sperm cell, making 46 altogether. 

Dawkins is as confused about psychology 


as she is about physiology: “Sexual feelings 
begin to develop soon after a boy or girl is 
physically grown up." And many of the writers 
cited by Hill are quite unable to distinguish 
between puberty and adolescence. In one 
book, to cap it all, it is said to be /ega//y wrong 
in our society, to have sexual intercourse 
"before you are married" (What to Tell Your 
Children About Sex, Allen & Unwin, 1966). 
And in a quite absurd Catholic Truth Society 
pamphlet, Sex-/nstruction in the Home (1965) 
by the Rev. Aidan Pickering, we are told that if 
children ask how a baby begins, "they are quite 
satisfied if you tell them that you can feel it 
begin.” The Roman Catholic attitude, as 
stated by Pickering, is that sex education 
means training the will as a means to purity. 


genitalia and geraniums 


In the home, where the reactionaries would 
like to see all sex education confined, the 
situation is particularly unfortunate. Michael 
Schofield (The Sexual Behaviour of Young 
People) found that parents “are only rarely 
the initiators of sex knowledge” in their 
children: 67 per cent of the boys and 29 
per cent of the girls said that they had never at 
any time had any advice about sex from their 
parents. 

We've never discussed it. My mother 

always says it's filthy. (Girl, aged 19.) 

| can't ask my mother anything. She just 
looks at me dubiously and says, “What do 

you want to know for?” She thinks I’m 

learning too fast. (Girl aged 16.) 

Parental anxieties about sex in their 
children are reflected in primary school and 
beyond. It is almost inevitable in the present 
climate that the bulk of teachers see their roles 
as sex educators as repressive and traditional. 
The situation is not depicted by them in such 
candid terms and in the majority of instances 
teachers are not concerned with formal sex 
education. However, teachers still find them- 
selves having to instruct their charges in the 
use of the “appropriate” toilets, the "un- 
desirability" of sex play, the “rudeness” of 
certain words, etc. This is all part of sex edu- 
cation and necessarily represents an unhealthy 
thread in the traditional approach. A.S. Neill of 
Summerhill writes : 

When Zoe was six she came to me and said, 

"Willie has the biggest cock among the small 

kids, but Mrs X (a visitor) says it is rude to 

say cock.‘ | at once told her it was not rude. 

Inwardly | cursed that woman for her 

ignorance and narrow understanding of 

children. | might tolerate propaganda about 
politics or manners, but when any one attacks 

a child by making that child guilty about sex 

| fight back vigorously. 

In 1961, Michael Duane, the quite untypical 
head-master. of Risinghill, decided on one 
occasion to abandon the formal lesson and 
invite the class to ask him any question—"'| 
will promise to answer it truthfully if | know 
the answer." Then he left the room to allow 
questions to be written down and handed in. 
Virtually all the questions, reprinted in an 
article in Family Planning and in Leila Berg's 
Risinghill: Death of a Comprehensive, were on 
sexual topics and revealed, above all, the 
sad ignorance in lively and energetic children. 
Mr Duane duplicated an uncensored account 
for his staff and gave a copy to the governors. 
An Inspector Macgowan was horrified and 


went to County Hall to show the Chief 
^spector his copy of the document that 
proved that when the boys of Risinghill said 
What is a cunt?” Mr Duane told them. When 
the Family Planning article appeared, with- 
out naming the headmaster or the school, the 
LCC at once summoned Mr Duane to County 
Hall to account for his behaviour! As a result 
of Mr Duane's humanitarian philosophy 
Risinghill was closed down, and to this day 
Mr Duane is without a school teaching post. 

With misinformation and facile moralizing it 
s hardly surprising that many people still view 
sex with superstitious dread. We tend to 
assume that in modern liberal society sexual 
knowledge is widespread. This is far from the 
truth. The magazine Forum was recently 
approached by a couple who did not know 
about sexual intercourse : on their honeymoon 
they had lain together motionless “waiting for 
something wonderful to happen", and nothing 
did. A small percentage of women visiting 
tertility clinics are still virgins: they think that 
kissing is enough for conception, or that their 
^usbands should be able to penetrate them 
through the navel. Eighteen ouf of one 
thousand patients of Dr Dickinson remained 
virgins for one or more years after marriage 
the average was four years) because neither 
wife nor husband knew how to perform sexual 
ntercourse. Brecher mentions the comment of 
one girl on her own sex education: "My 
mother told me that a man plants a seed in the 
woman so | thought that a man picks up a 
spade and puts a little dirt on—l don't know 
where—and puts in a little seed, like a 
geranium seed." 


size and superstition 


A degree of ignorance at a rather different 
level was recently revealed by a correspon- 
dent to a glossy magazine. A woman, 
accustomed to fellatio, ie. sucking her 
husband's penis, often swallowed the semen 
and wondered whether it might be upsetting 
her diet. She was assured that the quantities 
of substance consumed were so small as to 
be negligible as a dietary factor. Paul 
Ableman comments that the substance is rich 
in protein, enzymes, sugar and other nutrients, 
and that with a hard-working prostitute it 
might “just prove to be a nutritional factor”. 
One superstitious theory about swallowing 
semen is that it may cause a woman to grow à 
moustache. 

One of the most widespread myths is that 
penis size is crucial to love-making ability. 
This superstition has brought endless misery to 
vast numbers of men. It has been said that you 
can tell the size of a man's penis by the size of 
his feet (as well as his nose), and that tall 
men have longer penises. This is untrue, there 
being little variation in size of erect penis from 
one man to another. Men have been known to 
attach weights to their penis in pathetic efforts 
to extend it, and that male anxieties on this 
score are not dead can be seen by even a 
cursory perusal of the girlie magazines. In a 
letter to me (May 10,1972) Marjorie Proops of 
the Daily Mirror cites the myth that "A man 
with a small penis is always sexually inade- 
quate" as one of the sex myths cropping up 
most commonly in correspondence from 
readers (other common myths she cites relate 
to masturbation, i.e. hair will grow on palms 
of hands, men will become impotent, women 


sterile, they will go mad, etc, breast sizes i.e. 
women with small breasts are poor risks in 
bed, husbands who are regarded by their 
wives as being perverted for liking girlie 
magazines, oral sex, etc). 

There is a schoolboy chant that belies the 
importance of the large penis: 

Long and thin goes right in 

And doesn't please the ladies. 
Short and thick does the trick. 
And gives them all the babies. 

Most substantial evidence exists however for 
destroying the superstition that a competent 
lover must have a large penis. Much of the 
work of Masters and Johnson focussed on 
sexual performance and the associated bodily 
manifestations. A conclusion of the research 
was that a man's sexual performance is 
unrelated to the size of his penis. It is important 
that this sort of information be widely 
circulated. Many psychiatrists have reported 
that feelings of inferiority on account of penis 
size present serious problems for substantial 
numbers of men. Masters and Johnson have 
pointed out that a penis that is large in its 
unstimulated state does not increase in length 
proportionately during erection, i.e. short 
penises generally increase more, proportion- 
ately, than do long ones. One man in the study 
group with a flaccid organ less than three in- 
ches long experienced a 120-per cent increase 
in penis length during erection, untilit measured 
nearly seven inches. Another man, with a 
four-and-a-half inch flaccid organ reached the 
same erection size upon stimulation, i.e. just 
under seven inches. It has also been pointed 
out that the vagina has some capacity to 
adjust itself during sexual arousal to the size 
of the male organ. In the words of Masters and 
Johnson, "Full accommodation usually is 
accomplished with the first few thrusts of the 
penis, regardless of penile size." Nor—as we 
may expect in view of the above considerations 
—is the size of the vagina of crucial importance 
in the satisfaction of the partners. (Other 
myths exploded by the Masters/Johnson work 
are the idea of two types of female orgasm, 
vaginal and clitoral, and the notion that a 
woman, like a man, is limited to one climactic 
orgasm that produces satiety.) 

Superstitions about penis size have featured 
in much racialist mythology. White com- 
munities in contact with coloured men have 
frequently ascribed vast capacities of sexual 
potency to the Negro. Like all superstition the 
proponents have lapsed into absurdity. Mixed 
bathing pools have been banned in the 
Southern states of the U.S. on the grounds 
that white women might conceive if swim- 
ming in the same water as black men. And the 
inevitable corollary—that Negroes have large 
penises—has been enthusiastically argued by 
white racialists, despite the paradox that such 
a situation would demean white men, accord- 
ing to current superstition, in the love-making 
stakes. Wayland Young mentions the incre- 
dulity of an American Negro in Rome in 
talking of some society women at a party— 
“They ask you... the length of... your prick.” 
And the black comedian Dick Gregory has 
been quoted as attacking the desegregation 
of washrooms as it ruined the greatest thing 
the blacks had going for them—the myth of 
the giant cock. 

Another area of potent sexual superstition 
concerns words, particularly “four-letter” 
words. The aura of taboo that surrounds 


such utterances is quite extraordinary and can 
only be understood by observing the con- 
tinuity of superstition regarding verbal 
utterances throughout the development of 
human society. In all historic communities 
certain words have been invested with magical 
qualities and have in consequence been 
prohibited or allowed only in a few tightly- 
defined circumstances. It is worth glancing at 
word-taboos in various societies, the more 
readily to comprehend the “four-letter word” 
neurosis of modern society. . . . 

Personal names have been tabooed in many 
societies. Primitive man has regarded his 
name as a vital part of himself : the Tolampoos 
of Celebes believed that if you wrote a man's 
name down you could carry off his soul along 
with it, and in many primitive Indian com- 
munities today care is taken by individuals to 
keep their names secret. In similar fashion the 
Australian aborigines believe that if an enemy 
learns their name he will acquire power over 
them thereby. The Indians of Chiloe used to 
keep their names secret for they claimed that 
there were fairies on the mainland or neigh- 
bouring islands who, if they knew folk's 
names, would do them an injury. In many 
primitive communities to enquire of a person 
"What is your name ?” is most indelicate, and 
immediate antagonism may be created. 
Frazer gives many examples of name taboos. 


ê 
pray-dont lay 

In such a fashion have words come to 
acquire a magic significance. Simply to say 
them aloud fills the primitive man with 
unbearable anxiety. Are we so different today ? 
Why do so many people throw up their hands 
in horror when they hear a word they con- 
sider obscene? It is quite remarkable what 
effect a mere sound on the air can have. 
People rush for their pens to write stern letters ; 
television producers have to account for their 
actions; respectable newspapers run dis- 
cussions on the possible effects of “indecent 
language”. For a person to pronounce certain 
syllables (or, more usually, just one) stimu- 
lates a veritable orgy of promiscuous wrath. 
When Ken Tynan said “fuck” on television 
this trivial event was discussed in press leaders 
and even recorded in a subsequent novel 
(Richler's Cocksure). 

In many primitive communities no-one is 
allowed to write down certain words. There is 
a close parallel in modern society. The trial of 
Lady Chatterley was initiated largely because 
author and publisher had seen fit to record 
"obscene" language. Nor can most modern 
dictionaries steel themselves to print the more 
obvious" four-letter words" —fuck, cunt, cock, 
arse, shit, piss, fart, etc. Fuck, for instance, has 
been banned from general dictionaries ever 
since the eighteenth century. Weekly, in the 
Etymological Dictionary (1921), makes no 
reference to it, nor does H. L. Mencken four- 
teen years later in his epic The American 
Language. 

There was a time when fuck could appear. It 
is faithfully recorded in John Florio's Italian- 
English dictionary, A Worlde of Wordes 
(1598) and it also appears in Skinner's 
Etymologicon Linguae Anglicanae (1671). In 
1721 Nathaniel Bailey defines it as "to lie with 
a woman”, and nine years later added to the 
definition in his Dictionarium Britannicum— ‘а 
term used of a goat". By 1775 John Ashe is 
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describing the word as /ow and vulgar, and in 
1785 Francis Grose could only manage to 
identify the word by its first and last letters (an 
emasculated fuck, viz f**k, evidently loses 
some of its magic power). 

The Oxford University Press, until 1972, 
refused to have anything to do with four- 
letter words, either in the Oxford English 
Dictionary or elsewhere. In the third edition of 
Webster's New International Dictionary pub- 
lished in 1962, the four-letter word is banned 
on the grounds that inclusion would invite 
denunciation and boycott. When a lady 
congratulated Dr Johnson on omitting all 
improper words from his dictionary he replied 
—"So you have been looking for them, 
Madam ?" 

The ethical considerations that surround in 
bogus fashion our language about sex are 
brought in by the moralists wherever sex is 
mentioned. In sex education this is particularly 
noticeable. Children are given many "reasons" 
why they should refrain from making love: 
they are given little advice how to become 
proficient lovers. The Maurice Hill booklet is 
an excellent exposé of some of this super- 
stitious moralizing. It is worth quoting from 
the Pickering Catholic Truth Society 
pamphlet : 

You would be appalled to see the anatomy 

charts of the sexual organs and the growth 

of the unborn child published for use in 
schools with boys and girls of twelve and 
thirteen. . . . The problem is not chiefly of 
giving information, but of training the 
will. ... We say nothing ofinternal anatomy ; 
we use no scientific terms; we take no 
examples from plants or animals. . . . Instead 
we take our examples from the feasts 
and prayers of the Church, and keep the 
whole thing as simple and spiritual as 
possible. 
This sort of stuff is even worse than David 
Reuben's explanation of why women have 
two breasts— "It obviously was decided that 
way by some higher power." 


the VD mythology 


point that can be used in a society hostile to 
sex. And “venereal disease of epidemic propor- 
tions” can be used in an attempt to terrorize 
young people into repressing their healthy 
impulses. One possible reason for the "VD' 
scare" was pointed out in New Society 
(May 4, 1972) by Jerry Palmer. Until the last 
couple of years, the chief medical officer's 
annual report gave the overall total for a// 
patients attending VD clinics; and this despite 
the fact that in 1968, for example, of a total of 
195,352 patients attending clinics only 
48,757 had venereal disease —49,208 required 
no treatment and the remaining 97,388 
required treatment for conditions other than 
venereal disease. Palmer discusses various 
conditions that may be sexually transmitted, 
and inclines strongly against the superstition 
that venereal infection is flooding the country 
because of sexual permissiveness—‘‘The 
diseases are still unpleasant, but no longer 
constitute the kind of public health risk that 
they did” (he points out that in the 1890s 
around ten per cent of admissions to mental 
hospitals were accounted for by syphilis). “To 
infer a rampant epidemic is absurd, and to 
argue that ‘permissiveness’ is rotting the 
country's bodies is the mark of resolute bias.” 


dissatisfied with their adequate sex-lives, and 
forced them in fruitless search for experiences 
practically non-existent in our society. Some 
of the sex manuals commit similar blunders, 
urging everyone to be a sexual athlete. 
Obviously there is much to be said for 
experimentation between partners—but it 
should be done in a carefree spirit, with 
amusement and not distress when a complex 
intertwining of limbs does not yield the 
promised bliss. 


tomorrows traumas 


porn free 


In England venereal disease is -generally 
regarded as being syphilis, gonorrhea and 
chancroid : of these only gonorrhea has shown 
a marked increase in the recent past. Chancroid 
is now practically unknown in England, with 
less than a hundred cases a year since 1964, 
The figures for syphilis show a steady decline 
for women—from 3,926 in 1951 to 1,216 in 
1968; the figures for 1970 show a further 
decrease. For men the 1951 figure was 
4,506 cases; since then the annual total has 
averaged around 2,500, i.e. between four and 
five men per 100,000. 

The figures for gonorrhea are less en- 
couraging. For men there has been a three- 
fold increase from 1954 to the 1970 figure of 
36,996 cases. And the figures for women also 
show a steady increase from 1951 (3,089) to 
1970 (16,556). The 1970 total gives an 
overall incidence of 115.72 cases per 100,000 
of the population. Even with this trend it 
means that only about one in a thousand 
people has contracted gonorrhea, hardly an 
epidemic but clearly something to be cautious 
about. 

There are a number of reasons why many 
people are keen to exaggerate the size of the 
VD problem. There is the obvious propaganda 
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Pornography is yet another field where 
superstition is rampant. All manner of evil is 
expected to flow from easy access to porno- 
graphic material, whether graphic or literary. 

The most publicized document on porno- 
graphy is the Longford Report, published in 
September 1972 (Coronet paperback). In 
short, this effort is a confused mishmash of 
prejudice, clear anti-sexuality and downright 
self-contradiction. The document, a poorly 
organized tome resulting from the reflections 
of many disparate personalities, is one of the 
clearest signs of sexual superstition in the 
modern world. It is claimed that wide sexual 
experience, varieties in sexual behaviour, and 
aspects of sex education are intolerable in 
civilized society and should be suppressed 
with the full vigour of the law. In one section 
of the report a handful of cases are cited to 
indicate the terrible consequences that flow 
from access to “pornographic” entertainment: 
yet elsewhere it is freely admitted that it is 
virtually impossible to adduce empirical 
evidence to show a link between access to 
erotic material and bad personal or social 
consequences. More than one reviewer has 
noted that the only useful contribution in the 
report is tucked neatly away as the fifth appen- 
dix (pp. 460-98) out of seven. This appendix, 
by research psychologist Maurice Yaffé, is a 
survey of current work into the effects of 
pornography. We need only quote part of his 
concluding paragraph—“/n the present state 
of knowledge it is not possible to draw any 
useful conclusions which might be applied to 
this problem and related issues. . . . This 
conclusion quite nicely undermines the rest 
of the report. 

Sometimes sexual superstition is found, not 
in repressive moralists, but in enlightened 
and progressive advocates of sexual liberation. 
Wilhelm Reich’s emphasis on a dramatic 
orgasm, important only when experienced ata 
heterosexual level, deeply intravaginal and 
concomitant with momentary loss of con- 
sciousness, has led many couples to be 


In the area of women’s lib (and male lib) 
some of the most progressive thinkers slip into 
what may be termed sex role superstition. At 
the beginning of Martin Cole’s sex education 
film, Growing up, there are some spoken 
words about women-having-babies and 
men-having-ideas, a boob that Cole himself 
has bravely acknowledged. Germaine Greer in 
her just concern for the undoubted exploita- 
tion of women in modern society seems 
indifferent to the undoubted exploitation of 
many men in the same society; Juliet 
Mitchell, a supposed Marxist, when asked on 
television about the exploitation of men, 
replied to the male interviewer that that was 
his problem. It has been left to Esther Vilar to 
point out that many men get a rotten deal, but 
she too lapses into extreme statements 
("Basically a man is a human being who 
works . .. A woman, on the other hand, is a 
human being who does not work . . ."), 
justified perhaps for propaganda purposes. 
The prize for sex role superstition undoubtedly 
goes to Valerie Solanas who wrote the SCUM 
(Society for Cutting Up Men) Manifesto. One 
quote will suffice : 

It is now technically possible to reproduce 
without the aid of males (or, for that matter, 
females) and to produce only females. We 
must begin immediately to do so. The male 
is a biological accident: the y (male) gene 
is an incomplete x (female) gene, that is, 
has an incomplete set of chromosomes. In 
other words the male is an incomplete 
female, a walking abortion, aborted at the 
gene stage. To be male is to be deficient, 
emotionally limited; maleness is a defi- 
ciency disease and males are emotional 
cripples. 

About menstruation, sex roles, language, 
the magic of pictures, the supposed evils in 
harmless sexual indulgence, there is con- 
tinuity between old sexual superstitions, 
detectable in the simplest and most savage 
communities, and modern sexual superstitions, 
easily discernible in developed industrial 
societies. We still hold up our hands in horror 
when there is no need; we still confuse our 
priorities ; we still believe that specific cause/ 
effect relationships exist where in fact they do 
not. We are still immensely superstitious about 
sex. We view it with a tantalized anxiety, 
unable to ignore it, yet equally unable to come 
to terms with it. 

There are signs that our sexual superstition 
is declining. We can discuss where previously 
there was an enforced silence; we know 
more than we did; some of us are able to 
enjoy of sexual art and literature. But there can 
be little doubt that as long as sex remains a 
“forbidden” topic, it will be riddled with myth 
and misconception. 


all itcontrols ` 
is your air 


TIPS ON GIVING ITUP 


GROOM AT THE TOPJOHN MENDES 


It all began, as every schoolboy who has ever 
listened to Pete Murray's Open House will 
Know, when Mr Bob Newhart said to Sir Walter 
Raleigh: “ ,,, then you roll it into a paper tube, 
Walt? And you stick it . . . where do you stick 
it, Walt? . . . and then you light it... | see, Walt” 
There are other versions of the start of cigarette 
smoking. but that one is as good as any, and 
certainly funnier. 

Tobacco, along with alcohol. is the socially 
accepted drug of most of the world. To offer a 
man a cigarette and a drink is to assure him you 
approach in friendship, and to an enormous 
extent our entire community culture hinges on 
these two acts. Man has long been aware that 
too much alcohol over too long a period can be 
dangerous to health, but the discovery that 
tobacco is also a killer came very recently 
indeed, and is even more disconcerting. 

Millions who never touch the demon rum rely 
on cigarettes to ease the pains of life, to 
stimulate imagination (writers notoriously chain 
smoke at the typewriter, for instance). and as a 
general comfort for all times and all occasions 
The reasons and excuses for smoking are many, 
but the beginning is nearly always the same. 
Boys will always be boys, and want to be men , 
and the first Players No 6 behind the changing 
room is as inevitable as the discovery of mastur- 
bation or that girls have tits. Smoking is a 
manly thing to do, and it is also a sexy thing to 
do: when the private eye hero lights a kingsize 
and lazily hands it to the blonde, the heavy 
symbolism is such that he might just as well be 
laying her. There is a lot more to smoking than 
just physical addiction to tobacco, and the IBA 
knew a thing or two when they stopped TV 
advertising for cigarettes, for a lot of those ads 
made an everyday filter tip sound a better 
aphrodisiac than the legendary Spanish fly. 

Given that cigarette smoking is a bit more 
than a straight physical addiction, what exactly 
is there in tobacco? The Health Education 
uncil, back in the days when it concentrated 
on scare advertising, listed the follow- 
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ing ingredients: hydrogen cyanide, a powerful 
poison; ammonia, commonly used as a house- 
hold cleaner; carbon monoxide, the poison that 
comes out of car exhausts: nicotine, one of the 
most powerful poisons known; butane, the gas 
used in camping stoves; tar, containing many 
toxic compounds; phenol, a corrosive poison. 
The reason there are still any smokers alive is 
that the body's natural defences counteract and 
discharge these poisons, but many years of 
smoking can break down the defences. 

Addiction to cigarette tobacco can take 
several years to acquire, and some people are 
never addicted at all ; they really can take 'em or 
leave 'em. It may be that they do not inhale, or 
there is something in their own metabolism, but 
they can kick 30 a day cold turkey with only 
minor withdrawal symptoms. Most of us are 
not so lucky. After several years of smoking we 
are well and truly hooked, and the torment of 
trying to give up gives one a healthy and 
respectful appreciation of the problems of hard 
drug addicts. But give up we certainly want to 
do, for there is surely no doubt by now that 
cigarette smoking vastly increases the risk of 
dying of lung cancer, bronchitis or coronary 
heart disease in middle age. Anybody who 
thinks otherwise is entitled to, but he is flying in 
the face of all the known evidence. 

Research has been done on different kinds of 
cigarette smoker. The crutch smoker, who lights 
up in times of stress: the handling smoker, who 
plays with the cigarette or lighter; the habit 
smoker, who hardly knows he is smoking until 
he stops; the relaxation smoker, who wants a 
cigarette most after a meal or making love (a 
popular cigarette, that one); the stimulation 
smoker, who needs a cigarette before entering a 
roomful of people. All that research is clever 
stuff, but most of us are all these smokers at 
some time, and it is doubtful if any one type of 
smoker (apart from the non-addicted) finds it 
any easier to give up than another. 

So we come to possible antismoking aids, 
and they go like this: 


Hypnotism. Many successes have been 
claimed for this method. The subject is 
stretched out, talked to and made to relax until 
he falls into a light hypnotic sleep. The hypnotist 
suggests he no longer wants to smoke, or finds 
smoking distasteful. Several sessions may be 
needed. It did not work for me because | could 
notorwould not be hypnotised (nobody, as you 
know, can be hypnotised against his will). 1 
know a woman who cut down considerably 
after several sessions of hypnosis, but over the 
months her consumption ly climbed back 
to the old 40 a day. Other people have done 
better. 

Dummy cigarettes. These are plastic or 
wooden tubes, got up to look like real cigarettes, 
and largely containing menthol crystals. They 
can help while giving up smoking either by 
providing a sense of coldness at the end of the 
tongue, or by making the taste of smoke 
unpleasant. They also help by giving something 
to play with in the mouth or hands 

Potassium bromide. A mild sedative 
contained in some antismoking powders, and 
said to relieve the nervous tension caused by 
stopping smoking. Exservicemen may remember 
the rumours that the same stuff was dropped 
into recruits’ breakfast cereal to stop them 
taking off with the local whores of an evening 
The effect of potassium bromide on smoking or 
whoring is probably nil, but too much of it can 
lead to a nasty condition called bromism, which 
includes skin rashes, headaches and nose and 
eye irritation. Leave it alone. 

Quinidine. Sometimes found in antismoking 
capsules. Very bitter tasting. but capsules are 
swallowed whole, so it is difficult to under- 
stand how the stuff is supposed to work 

Lobeline. A chemical which is said to curb 
the body's need for nicotine, and which is 
found in some pills. A few years back lobeline 
was boosted as the great wonder-cure for 
smokers. But the last published research on a 
product containing the chemical said that the 
effect was not proven. 

Antismoking clinics. These are few and 
far between, but are worth attending. The 
principle is that of Alcoholics Anonymous: we 
are all hooked, so let us try to unhook together 
A lot of people find it easier that way 

Nicotine therapy. A chewing gum con- 
taining nicotine is now being tested in British 
antismoking clinics following favourable trials 
in Sweden. The gum releases nicotine for about 
15 minutes and relieves a lot of the craving to 
smoke. This could be a helpful one gh after 
the patient has successfully given up cigarettes 
he has to be weaned off the gum 

Very obviously, there is still no such thing as 
an infallible smoking cure. some magic potion 
which can be swallowed at night before going 
to bed, and which will guarantee one will 
never want to smoke again. All the various aids | 
have mentioned (with the possible exception of 
hypnotism) assume that the tobacco addict is 
prepared to use some will-power, and also that 
he really wants to give up. Some psychologists. 
damn them, suggest that many men who talk all 
the time about giving up smoking do not truly 
want to at all, and this alone can account for the 
high failure rate. 

My own case history is typical of many. | 
think | want to give up because the habit is 
expensive, because | do not want to die of lung 
cancer, and because it is now more manly to be 
an exsmoker. Yet the longest | have ever gone 
without a cigarette is three weeks. At the end of 
that time | find myself with a lighted fag in my 
mouth, and no clear recollection of having gone 


to a shop, bought a pack of 20, ripped off the 
llophane and struck a match. My conscious 
elf wants to give up, but the deep-down fellow 
side seems to have other ideas. 


Even so, heavy smokers are managing to 
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application. Though cautioning that these 
silicone rubber replacements will not be 
appropriate for everyone with diseased joints, 
Dr Swanson notes that they should provide 
relief for hundreds or even thousands of persons 
crippled by rheumatoid or degenerative arthritis 
or injured in accidents, 

Edison's statement that “the body is just 
something to carry the brain around іп” 
suggests that we might do just as well if we 
were “packaged” in plastic and metal rather 
than flesh and blood, that the substance of the 
container is of no account, provided that it gets 
the job done. This is, in many regards, an 
enlightened notion. It questions the idea that 
the body is a sacred temple, an unapproachable 
something that shou/d not and in fact cannot be 
approximated by the purely mechanical. Also 
implicit in it, however, are two notions that are 
misleading if not completely mistaken: one is 
that the brain, unlike the body, /s somehow 
sacrosanct, that, even though it too is flesh and 
blood, it can never be mechanically simulated 
(an idea now widely disputed). The second is 
that a man’s a man no matter what he's made of 
provided he still has his own brain. 

The medical cyborgs among us today, it is 
true, do not seem terribly different from the rest 
of us, though some do report vague "eerie" 
feelings about walking around with various 
mechanical parts in their interiors. One woman, 
equipped with two implanted pacemakers, one 
for her heart and one for her bladder, for 
example, insists that she now has a new rapport, 
a new "feeling for" things mechanical. When 
driving a car she says that she feels that she is 
physically a part of the engine, when watching a 
clock she “feels herself tick". Her brain, in other 
words, now perceives in a new way, in a way 
that man (some may still want to insist on 

“ordinary man’ *) cannot really imagine. 


THE MYOELEGTRIC MIRACLE 


Man has been described by a good many 
philosophers and poets as a creature confined 
to the shallows and therefore a shallow creature, 
Certainly we devote ourselves to much that is 
superficial, to appearance rather than substance. 
Indeed, for all practical purposes, what one 
seems to be, one is. Hence those mechanical 
spare parts that are affixed to the outer man are 
likely to effect far greater psychological changes 
over the long run than are the internal pros- 
theses. One can forget, from time to time, an 
implanted pacemaker, a stainless steel bone, but 
a mechanical arm is right out there, continually 
available to the five senses.It looks different, 
feels different, smells different, sounds different 
and, if tasted, tastes different. Little wonder 
that it makes one different. In time, perhaps, 
there will be mechanical or simply “readjusted” 
brains that will regard the human limb as equally 
strange and "unnatural". 

Without question, the most important devel- 
opment to come along in the external prosthetic 
field is that of myoelectric control which, using 
direct linkage between mechanism and nervous 
system, permits the amputee to manipulate his 
artificial limb simply by “willing” it to perform 
the desired action. Though myoelectric controls 
are still in their infancy, they represent an 
immense advance over all previous control 
systems. For years now, external prostheses 


29.04 have been powered by such means as pneu- 


matic pressure and battery-generated elec- 
tricity. But most of these power systems have 
been cumbersome and, worse, have made 
constant demands on their hosts, requiring, in 
some instances, that they push a button to 
raise the arm or move the leg. 

It was Dr Norbert Wiener who first proposed 
tapping, as control sources, the myoelectric 
currents generated by muscle fibre when it 
contracts. Signals from the brain to the muscle 
fibre in the stump of the arm or leg, he said, 
could be picked up by electrodes, amplified by 
tiny motors in the prosthetic device and then be 
used to control the action of the device—in a 
wholly natural way. The Soviets apparently 
have already perfected a hand-arm prosthesis in 
which all five fingers are capable of closing 
around objects of variable shape, just as the 
human hand does. British scientists have 
developed, among other things, myoelectric 
arms with interchangeable hands. In the 
United States a team of scientists and engineers 
have developed a sophisticated myoelectric arm 
that moves at any angle, speed or force just by 

“thinking” it into action. 


Dr Melvin J. Glimcher ‘of Harvard, a principal 
developer of this “Boston arm’, calls the 
prosthesis a “volitional” device with which 
"you just act naturally". The product of six 
years’ work, the arm picks up muscle signals 
generated in the natural stump, transmits these 
to a small amplifier and uses them to drive a 
compact electric motor. A feedback element 
detects changes in weight and adjusts voltage 
levels accordingly, so that the arm exerts 
neither too little nor too much power when 
coping with any given object. All this machinery 
is housed inside a flesh-coloured fibreglass 
casing that resembles a real arm. 

The Boston arm currently uses a hook-type 
hand but plans are under way to link the limb 
to one of the articulated British hands. Then, 
says Dr Glimcher, "the next stage is research in 
the nerves that carry impulses from the brain to 
the muscles. By carefully mapping out the 
nerve signals, he observes, and using them 
directly rather than by going through the 
muscles, it will be possible to achieve even 
greater control in artificial hands and arms. “It 
can be done,” he says. "It's a matter of 
development.” 

The most important part of the Boston arm is a 
pattern-recognition circuit. It is here that the 
mini-impulses picked up by the external 
electrodes on the stump are sorted out. On the 
basis of their power and origin, among other 
things, the circuit is able to decide just what it is 
that the brain is commanding. Then it translates 
these commands electronically via the various 
small motors within the arm. One of the great 
advantages of this system over older ones is that 
the individual need not spend months or, as 
happens in some cases, even years adjusting to 
it. It does most of the work automatically 
requiring little of its host. 

Sophisticated as these systems are, they 
leave something to be desired in that the 
external electrodes on which they rely are not 
the most selective sensors. There is a “noise 
problem generated by signals from adjacent 
muscles with which the system should not be 
concerned. To circumvent this problem, re- 
searchers at the Powered Limbs Unit of West 
Hendon Hospital in Britain have come up with 
what amounts to an implantable electrode or 
transmitter called an Emgor. It uses a resonator 
circuit that does not require batteries to detect 
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myoelectric signals, thus removing the need for 
frequent surgical intervention to replenish the 
power source. With such systems, it is expected, 
amputees will even be capable of unconscious 
gesticulations. In other words, they will not 
even have to exert themselves by "thinking" 
their limbs into action. When an incisive "chop" 
in the air with an arm is called for to help 
punctuate an emphatic oral point, the chop will 
simply materialize. 

Similar lower body prostheses have also been 
developed; Soviets again lead the field with 
development of a myoelectric leg. More exten- 
sive lower body prostheses, though crude, have 
at least advanced to the point that doctors, in 
some cases, are willing to perform what have 
come to be known as hemicorporectomies— 
amputation of the entire lower half of the body, 
including legs, rectum, genitalia, etc. The radical 
procedure was offered to patients in a New 
York hospital as an alternative to death from 
abdominal cancer. Not all of them took it. Some 
preferred death to the gross mutilation required 


by the procedure; others were apparently 
dissatisfied with the nature of the prosthetic 
replacement. It seems logical to assume that, 
with more sophisticated knowledge of the 
nervous system than is presently available, arti- 
ficial legs can be made to operate myo- 
electrically even in the absence of any leg 
stumps; ultimately even artificial genitalia 
might be endowed with something approximat- 
ing natural function, once they are appropriately 
wired into the nervous system. 


INTO SPACE WITHOUT AIR 


All of these internal and external improve- 
ments can be put to exciting use that will take 
them far beyond the confines of medicine. 
Instead of lugging along into outer space 
extensive and encumbering artificial environ- 
ments in which the present model of man can 
survive, why not change man so that he would 
himself be compatible with the new environ- 
ment? The astronautical cyborg would be 


“But it CANT be my round again! 
The drinks were on me the LAST time... !” 
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more agile and far more effective than our 
present-day moon men. For one thing, his space 
suit would be lightweight and skintight. It would 
require no pressurization since the cyborg's 
lungs would be partially collapsed and the 
blood in them artificially cooled. Mouth and 
nose would be superfluous and hence sealed 
and totally non-functioning. Respiration and 
most other bodily processes would be effected 
cybernetically through artificial organs and 
sensors, some of which would be attached to 
the exterior of the suit while others would be 
implanted surgically. These computerized com- 
ponents would serve to maintain constant 
pressure, temperature and metabolism within 
the body, despite external environmental 
fluctuations. 

The cybernaut, accordingly, would travel 
through space in a low-cost unsealed cabin, 
free to move about the wastes of Mars and the 
moon unmindful of radical alterations in 
temperature and unencumbered by heavy 
equipment. Chemical molecules and concen- 
trated foods constantly spilling into the blood- 
stream would nourish and protect him. Wastes, 
of course, would be recycled to make new 
foods, and communications would be by radio 
propagation of electronic impulses originating 
in the vocal cords. 

Dr Michael Del Duca, a former NASA 
scientist, takes the cybernaut conception en- 
tirely seriously and has enlarged on it. He 
believes that man will eventually learn how to 
convert sunlight directly into energy w Nithin his 


he says, will not need any food at all and will be 
free to spend his entire life exploring the depths 
of the ocean or the far reaches of space. 

The notion that man can now adapt himself, 
almost at will, to changing environments or 
simply to changing fashions, to participate in 
his own evolution, got a number of hefty boosts 
beginning in the 1940s, when it was firmly 
established that deoxyribonucleic acid (better 
known simply as DNA) is the very essence of 
life, the residing place of all heredity, the 
chemical template of creation. The delineation 
of the DNA structure in the 1950s—by Dr 
Francis H. C. Crick and Dr James Watson, both 
of whom have since been awarded the Nobel 
Prize for their achievements—and the illumina- 
tion of many of its innerworkings in the 1960s, 
primarily by Dr Marshall Nirenberg, have set the 
stage for the premier performance of a new 
creator: man. With genetics rapidly yielding its 
secrets, a new erais dawning in which man will 
have at his disposal the means of remaking 
himself in images limited perhaps only by his 
imagination or according to the dictates of a 
new or changing environment 


THE MINIATURIZED MAN 


Possibly, as the world grows "smaller" owing 
to the crush of the population, man will find it 
advantageous to make himself smaller; as he 
moves into the oceans, perhaps he will want to 
incorporate gills and other aquatic appurtenan- 
ces. Similarly, as he moves out into the far 
reaches of space, he may wish to redesign his 
body in such a way that he will be able to cope 
with the requirements of this new world without 
recourse to life-support systems, created at 
great costs in efficiency and mobility. 

At an international symposium on The 
Future of Man held in London several years ago, 
the world-renowned  geneticist-philosopher 
Dr J. B. S. Haldane looked ahead to the day 
when it will be possible to engineer man's 
characteristics according to the needs of 
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society. Discoursing on the varied requirements 
of extraterrestrial environments, Dr Haldane 
observed that “a gibbon is better suited than a 
man for life in a low gravitational field, such as 
that of a spaceship, an asteroid, or perhaps even 
the moon. A monkey with a prehensile tail is 
even more so. Gene grafting may make it 
possible to incorporate such features into the 
human stock.” 


STERILE SPACE TRAVELLERS 


Dr Haldane had other proposals. For long 
space journeys, legs would be just so much dead 
weight: so, he said, it might be best to breed 
legless astronauts for the first space flight to the 
stars, “thus reducing not only their weight but 
their food and oxygen requirements. A 
regressive mutation to the condition of our 
ancestors in the mid-Pliocene, with prehensile 
feet, that can grasp things, no appreciable heels 
and an ape-like pelvis, would be still better.” 
For high-gravitational fields, such as will 
ultimately be encountered on such planets as 
Jupiter, he suggested that astronauts be bred 
for short legs and squat bodies. Perhaps, he 
observed, they should even be quadrupedal, 
adding. "| would back an achondroplastic 
[dwarf] against a normal man on Jupiter.” 
Among other “controlled mutations” fore- 
seen by Dr Haldane is the “aseptic” man, 
germ-free inside and out. This future cousin, 
he declared, could be a boon to germ-free 
planets, but might otherwise prove troublesome, 
particularly whenever forced to come into 
contact with humans such as ourselves who 
enjoy close symbiotic relationships with 
millions of external and internal microbes. “To 
an aspetic person, producing among other 
things inodorous faeces," Dr Haldane pointed 
out, "the rest of humanity will appear as 
stinkers and there will be grave emotional 


tensions including a sexual barrier.” 

Where will "participant evolution" lead? 
Some of the possibilities, such as Dr Haldane's 
engineered space mutants, have already been 
discussed. Science Journal, a British publica- 
tion, asked its readers, most of them scientists, 
what they would do, given the opportunity to 
redesign the human body. A writer from 
Manchester University suggested that the 
human female be restructured in such a way 
that she would lay eggs, which could either be 
hatched— "or eaten for breakfast”. Others called 
for gills and other underwater apparatus, while 
some pointed to the utility of an enlarged 
caecum (the sac containing the vermiform 
appendix) containing bacteria able to trans- 
form cellulose into food ; cows presently come 
equipped with this undeniably economical 
capability. One reader wanted everyone pro- 
grammed with photographic memories and 
another proposed that the male be redesigned 
so that his vulnerable testes are tucked away 
inside the body. 

Similar suggestions for the remaking of man 
were forthcoming in Sciences, a publication of 
the New York Academy of Sciences. Among 
them was one by Dr Charles H. Townes, the 
Nobel Prizewinning physicist who developed 
the principles underlying the laser. "Man," he 
said, "should be smaller in size and have a much 
longer life cycle than in the past. .. . In the past, 
man's size needed to be reasonably large so that 
he could exert the physical force necessary to 
do work and fight enemies; the application of 
intelligence and the development of tools has 
completely changed this. . . . Small size and 
long life would, of course, facilitate long space 
journeys, to mention one of man's most 
recent challenges." 

Dr Dominic Recaldin of London University 
had a similarly ingenious plan for future man: 
"We should take a lesson in self-sufficiency 
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from the plants," he wrote, ” and learn the art of 
photo synthesis before our greedy teeth pick 
the planet clean. With chlorophyll beneath their 
Skins, men could unchain themselves forever 
from the soil.” 

Dr Clynes, director of the Rockland State 
Hospital Bio-cybernetics Laboratory (dedicated 
to the computerized study of biologica! control 
systems that operate without conscious aware- 
ness in the individual), internationally acclaimed 
concert pianist and inventor of the widely used 
CAT computer, has taken the concept of the 
cyborg to its ultimate conclusion. "The im 
portant thing to remember about the cyborg,” 
he reflects, “is that as man changes he may no 
longer have at his disposal the ordinary means 
of expressing his humanity. So if he is to remain 
truly human, he must find some substitute 
means of expressing his humanity." This means 
that man must first understand the essential 
qualities of “humanness”. 


MEN IN METAL BOXES 


What is the essence of a smile, of hate, of 
love? Can these things be defined and re- 
produced in non-flesh-and-blood ways? Dr 
Clynes' startling answer is yes! His studies 
have demonstrated that all of our perceptions 
and emotions have specific, measurable time- 
space shapes. When two or more people look at 
the colour red they all produce the same sort of 
brain signals. These can be detected by delicate 
sensors and analyzed by a computer. Our 
emotions, similarly, are related to specific brain 
signals so that, as has also been demonstrated 
in Dr Clynes' laboratory, computers can now 
literally read our minds. 

When we can no longer talk, smile, breathe or 
gesture (assuming for the purpose of this 
discussion that we may someday be contained 
not only in cybernautic capsules but perhaps 
even in little metal boxes) we will st/// be able to 
convey our humanity—by electronically trans- 
mitting the desired potentials to the other little 
metal boxes with whom we are desirous of com- 
munication. Hence, as we lose our limbs, our 
faces, and all our other flesh-and-blood parts, 
Dr Clynes says, we need not lose the wealth of 
expressions, gestures, smiles and inflections of 
voice that set us apart from and presumably 
above the rest of the creatures of the earth. In 
the future, "good vibrations" will almost cer- 
tainly be more than just an expression. 

And, Dr Clynes points out, an understanding 
of the nature of our thoughts, in terms of their 
mathematical, electronic and time-space (shape) 
identities, will permit us to communicate better 
than we do at the present time. "We may even 
find new shapes,” he adds "and discover means 
of utilizing them to communicate in entirely 
new ways—ways that cannot even be imagined 
now." 

Along with a growing number of computer 
experts, Dr Clynes does not believe that in- 
teligence need be confined to the DNA 
structure. “I believe that life is more a matter of 
relationships and organization than of material,” 
he asserts. His conception of the intelligent, 
conscious computer is really a vision of the 
ultimate cyborg—humanity in an entirely new 
package that may not contain a single DNA 
molecule. Whatever its components, he says, 
itis as "human" as man so long as the essential 
inner shapes of man's psychic being and some 
means of transmitting them are retained. In so 
far, of course, as it is capable of entirely new 
forms of expression, it becomes "superhuman", 
defining a new, dominant rung on the evolu- 
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the wives thought up a solution to their 
emotional aches. They simulated ob- 
scure female maladies for themselves 
that only foreign specialists could cure, 
and were packed off to London, where 
they quickly recovered and were off on 
an orgy of clothes-buying and discreet 
amorous adventures. 

But then the ulemas put the screws 
on, and thundered against the modern 
trends that were sullying the purity of 
Saudi women. If the wives and daugh- 
ters fell ill, the foreign specialists were 
flown in to see them. No more foreign 
trips, not even to buy clothes at Mary 
Quant's and the Paris couturiers. 

And this (at long last) brings us back 
to Miss Julie. Because she found the 
answer to one of the problems of the 
girls of Arabia. She couldn't bring 
surcease to their palpitating hearts so 
far as sex was concerned—at least, not 
right away. But she could provide them 
with the Western fashions, the costume 
jewellery, the latest shoes and boots, the 
ultimate in makeup, perfumes and 
hairstyles, everything they lusted for in 
the European fashion magazines. 

At dinner one night in Beirut she put 
the proposition to a counsellor at the 
Saudi embassy. If the government would 
give her permission, she would take 
over a large old Arab palace which stood 
in its own grounds, surrounded by a 
high mud wall, on the seashore of the 
Red Sea port of Jiddah—and she would 
turn it into a special kind of department 
store. 

It would be a store for women only. 
The eunuch Yemeni chauffeurs who 
drive the blacked-out cars of rich 
Saudi women would deliver their 
charges to the gates of the palace and 
see the veiled figures inside. Once 
beyond the gates, they would be able to 
throw off their veils, for no men would 
be found. And once inside the palace 
itself, there, displayed for them as if it 
were London, Paris or New York, would 
be all the dresses and accessories they 
could find in Harrod's, the Galeries 
Lafayette and Saks, plus some par- 
ticularly choice items from Neiman 
Marcus. There would be a well- 
equipped hairdressing salon staffed by 
picked female experts from the Lebanon, 
a cafeteria and a sauna bath. 

"|t will make your wives more con- 
tent," Miss Julie pointed out. "They will 
not always be grumbling because they 
can no longer go abroad. And think how 
happy husbands and the ulemas will be, 
knowing that their wives and daughters 
are enjoying themselves, safe from all 
danger of prying male eyes." 

Miss Julie's store opened quietly in 
Jiddah in 1968 and, without any 
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publicity, was soon the talk of every 
harem in the Persian Gulf. From all over 
Saudi Arabia, rich men's wives and 
daughters began to fly in to Jiddah to 
sample the expensive goodies which 
the plump and amiable Miss Julie had 
to offer. 

There was, in fact, only one goody 
that Miss Julie could not, dare not, put 
on sale in her Arabian emporium, and 
that was the sexual delights and 
gratifications that her clients found in 
such short supply back in their harems. 
She ‘passed through the fitting rooms 
and watched the lovely young bodies 
posturing before the mirrors, and the 
sheer waste of talent made her kind 
heart bleed. She lay and sweated in the 
sauna and listened to the wives grumbl- 
ing about their husbands as they 
soaped each others limbs, trembling 
and sighing with frustration. And her 
huge plump body heaved with indigna- 
tion as she watched one slim, smoky- 
eyed Bedouin beauty, with skin like 
alabaster, hair like a molten cataract and 
lips as red as pomegranate seeds clutch 
herself between her foamy legs in an 
agony of unfulfilment as she described 
the four-minute collision that was her 
wedding night. 

"And he did not even lift my veil to see 
what | looked like," she moaned. 

If only | were a man . . . Miss Julie 
sighed. And then, since she was not 
that way inclined at all, she hastily 
altered her thought to: /f only / could 
FIND a man to give them all a little 
happiness. 

Hank came into her life that winter, 
when she was flying back to Jiddah 
from Riyadh on the big international 
plane that wings its way across Saudi 
Arabia from the Persian Gulf to London. 
He was the steward in charge of the 
three hostesses in the first-class com- 
partment, and looking at him was one of 
the pleasantest experiences in Miss 
Julie's life. He was stunningly hand- 
some, with a shock of curly golden hair, 
the most cheerful smile you have ever 
seen, and broad muscled shoulders 
practically bursting out of his shirt. 

Yes, he told Miss Julie, as he served 
her an iced soft drink, he was from 
California and this was his first job 
outside the U.S. Yes, he added, he was 
loving every moment of it because 
everyone was so darned nice to him. 

While he was bending over her, Miss 
Julie noticed that each of the three 
hostesses was watching him, and from 
the expression in their eyes she could 
tell that they absolutely adored him. 
But in that plane they were not the only 
young women who would have loved 
to have grabbed him there and then. 
Just across the aisle, sitting next to a 
peevish-looking elderly sheikh, was a 
shapeless human mass swathed from 
head to foot in veiling so thick that you 
couldn't even see the face through it or 


the colour of the eyes. It might have been 
a black bag of washing. 

But Miss Julie knew better. She knew 
that beneath the camouflage that Saudi 
males ordain for their females was a 
young woman, a  heart-stoppingly 
beautiful young woman, and, more- 
over, one of her richest and most 
assiduous clients. She knew that from 
the moment the young American 
steward had appeared, the girl under the 
veil had not taken her eyes off him—and 
that the effect he was having on her was 
so chemically strong that if she had been 
a sheet of litmus paper she would by 
now have turned blue. 

As it was, when the plane at last 
taxied to a stop at Jiddah, and the 
passengers got up to leave the plane, 
both Miss Julie and the veiled woman 
stayed in their seats. 

As usual, the elderly sheikh did not 
bother to wait for his wife but strode 
down the aisle, until only the steward 
remained. It was then that the veiled 
woman rose to her feet. And suddenly it 
happened. The veil slipped down to 
reveal first the lovely face and the 
glowing eyes, and then the clinging 
silver sweater and the slit skirt lower 
down, with a long limb showing through 
almost up to the crotch. For à moment 
the two of them gazed into each other's 
eyes, and it was almost as if the young 
American had penetrated her there and 
then. 

They were so engrossed that time 
stood still for them, and Miss Julie 
sniffed danger in the air. Infidels who 
stare too long at unveiled young women 
don't last long in Saudi Arabia. She 
hastily rose from her seat and addressed 
the girl in Arabic. 


“Veil yourself!” she whispered 
fiercely. "But come to see me 
tomorrow." 


With a shuddering sigh. the girl 
pulled her tent-like coverings about 
her and, deliberately brushing against 
the young man's side, she slipped 
quickly down the aisle to the exit. 

Miss Julie turned and spoke to the 
young man, but he seemed to be in a 
state of shock and he did not hear. She 
reached out and tugged on his arm. 

"You will stop at Jiddah tonight ?" 
she asked. He nodded. “At the Haramain 
Hotel?" He nodded again. "If you 
would like to see her again, | will come 
to your hotel tonight. | have a' pro- 
position to make." 

At the mention of the girl, the young 
American came alive. "If you can 
arrange that,” he said, eagerly, “I will 
do anything—anything !” 

Miss Julie smiled briefly. "We will 
see," she said. 

With money you can arrange anything 
in the Middle East, and Miss Julie 
came from a long line of experts in 
bribery and corruption. A few gifts in 


the right places in Beirut, and Hank, the 
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SCENE—the medium for aware people 
seeking people. Various interests; age 
groups. For current issue send 25p: 
SCENE (h) 62 High Street, Harpenden, 
Herts, 


EXCITING NEW FRIENDS. Postal 
Introductions, all ages. Confidential. City 
Postal Introductions (P), 69, Long Lane, 
London EC1A 9EJ. 
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VISITING MASSAGE 
THE GROSVENOR SERVICE 
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—————— 
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THE POTENCY FACTOR you most 
need is Vitamin E—the Vitamin that helps 
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feeling. Vitamin E, the love Vitamin, in 
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51-52 Chancery Lane, WC2A 1HD 
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01-837 0846 
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85 Charlotte Street, W1P ILB 
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Our mixed Sauna is the 
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From the luxury sauna 
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the computerised sun 
tanning equipment . free 
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CONTINUED FROM PAGE 100 
young American, was soon on tem- 
porary ground staff duty in Jiddah, 
ostensibly to make preparations for the 
vast number of flights that would soon 
be coming into the airport when the 
great pilgrimage to Mecca began. 
Mecca is 40 miles up the road, and 
Jiddah is the main airport for the 
arrival of the faithful from the four 
corners of the globe. 

After that, it was simple. Miss Julie's 
own car, its windows blacked out for 
the occasion, driven by her trusted 
chauffeur, arrived at the gate of her 
emporium-palace as dusk was falling 
and the muezzins were calling the faith- 
ful to the fifth and last prayer of the day. 
No one saw the unusually tall veiled 
figure slip out of the car and pass 
through the gates into the paradise 
beyond the wall. Hank was inside the 
female fortress. 

When she is gossiping sometimes with 
her female friends in Beirut, Miss Julie 
will tell them the story of that first 
encounter between the blond young 
Californian and his Arab girl from the 
plane. For, as she admits with more 
pleasure than shame, she watched it all 
and shared the excitement. 

"Of course he did not know | was 
hidden," she says, "but even so, he was 
so shy! | had dressed her for the 
occasion in a succession of veils—not 
just seven, like Salome, but 17 of them, 
each one thinner and thinner. She had 
grace, that girl, and she took them off 
one by one, first to reveal her face and 
that lovely waterfall of titian hair, her 
red lips and burning eyes, and then her 
shoulders, her waist, her lovely twitch- 
ing breasts, and then, last of all, the 
gossamer around her flanks and but- 
tocks. He was still dressed in his jeans 
and you could see the bustling going on 
beneath them. It was the most delicious 
sight | can remember, a real battle 
between flesh and cloth—and | thought 
he would burst his zipper when she was 
naked for him at last, and he could see 
the pearly opening, not concealed by 
pubic hair, as ours are, but smooth, 
clean-shaven and glistening." 

Miss Julie pauses in her story to give 
her listeners time to catch their breath, 
and then she goes on: 

"But of course even the shy one 
couldn't bear it any longer, and to 
relieve the pressure he was forced to 
race down his zipper and release him- 
self—and what a monster came out! 
Like the water-tower at Riyadh, it was; 
only different! For the water tower at 
Riyadh has no cover to it, and this 
monster rearing up before her startled 
eyes was caped with skin, for the darling 
was uncircumcised. And there they 
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stood for molten moments staring at 
each other, he at her marbled gateway, 
she at this strange behatted engine. And 
then they touched each other, moaned 
with pleasure, and the gate opened and 
the hat came off, and she was impaled 
on his mighty sword! Aiee, what they 
did to each other in the next few hours !” 

For the next week Leila, the Arab girl, 
came every morning at opening time to 
do her “shopping” at Miss Julie's 
store, and each evening she departed 
at closing time, her car, not to say her- 
self, crammed with goodies. 

Then the word got out. Not to the 
men. In Saudi Arabia, the women tattle 
on each other, but never to males. But 
word spread that Leila was now more 
glowing, more beautiful, more relaxed 
and more self-satisfied than she had 
ever been, and it couldn't just be 
because she was buying so many 
dresses and jewels from Miss Julie's 
store. Anyway, why did she go so early, 
stay so late, and yet spend so little time 
in the fitting room and the sauna ? 

So one day another young wife and 
client followed Leila into the store and 
sidled after her as she slipped through 
the showrooms into the corridors 
behind. Miss Julie discovered her just 
as Hank and Leila began the loveplays 
that were their openers for the day. 
There was only one thing to do. 

A few days later Shemara’s tigrish 
little body thrashed and convulsed in 
ecstasy under the thrusting attacks of 
the handsome Hank and his formidable 
weapon. Soon the word spread and first 
Farida, then Sryaya, and then two- 
three-four more beauties came—first to 
look at and purr over the beauty of this 
blond American, then to drool and 
wonder over his tower of strength, and 
then to moan in pleasure as the foreskin 
rolled back for the assault. 

It was now the time of the great haj, 
or pilgrimage to Mecca, a time when all 
good Muslims are ordered by their 
ulemas to eschew all relations with the 
female sex. Deprived of even the cursory 
attentions of their husbands, Miss 
Julie's lovely young clients became 
more demanding than ever of Hank's 
strong arms and a chance to make a 
banquet of his glorious machine. 

But even when you are strong, young, 
and the women who lie with you are full 
of wiles, there comes a time when you 
feel a surfeit. Hank began to feel not so 
much exhausted as bored. There were 
times when it was an effort for him to 
rise to the occasion. Miss Julie, sensing 
that his tempo was slackening, fed him 
invigorating foods, gave him aphro- 
disiacal distillations from plants that 
would rouse him without damaging him 
—but it was the will rather than the body 
that was flagging. 

Then it happened. One day, hoping 
that it would stimulate him into a good 
performance with that afternoon's client, 


Miss Julie suggested that she should 
massage him in the sauna before the 
emporium opened for the day. Her 
flabby hands were magic with the 
electricity of a good massage, and 
she could feel the messages flickering 
through his muscles. He was Iying 
naked on the slab, a towel thrown 
across his middle, but though his body 
seemed lively there was no telltale 
stirring under the cloth. 

Miss Julie had wrapped herself in a 
thin, short white smock which the heat 
of the sauna was beginning to make 
translucent, and at one moment she 
turned away and bent down to pick up 
the soap. As she bent, she felt Hank's 
eyes upon her, and it was almost 
physical, as if bullets were hitting her 
across her great round backside and the 
passage between. 

When she straightened up. his midriff 
towel was in the air, levitated by the 
power underneath. Suddenly Hank was 
off the slab. “Take it off.” he said, 
urgently. And then he stared, his 
mouth half open, first at her plump pink 
body and then at the great bush of 
tangled auburn hair that grew like a 
forest around her vagina. He reached 
out his hand and stroked it. He rubbed 
his face against it. And then he was on 
to her and, his head buried in her 
enormous breasts, half-sobbing and 
half-moaning with pleasure, he was 
into her with his beautiful battering ram. 

"| thought at the time that it was the 
greatest pleasure of my life, and that I 
should die of it,” Miss Julie tells her 
friends nowadays. "But | was wrong. 
There were better times—and better 
ones still." 

She adds: “1 think it was my pubic 
hair that excited him at first. All those 
girls of Arabia, they are so smooth and 
bare—it is like making love to a statue. 
But afterwards . . . well, | may be fat, 
but | am not unskilful in the sexual arts. | 
do not think he misses the youngsters." 

Indeed he does not, as you can see 
when you watch Hank and his plump 
beloved spooning on the terrace of the 
Saint Georges Hotel in Beirut. It is three 
years since that sudsy battle on the floor 
of the sauna in Jiddah. There is still a 
Miss Julie's store there, but someone 
else now owns it. After she had 
smuggled Hank outside the walls and 
then aboard a plane for Beirut, the real 
Miss Julie sold it and took her money 
with her to the Lebanon, where her 
blond lover was waiting for her. 

He is still the handsomest young man 
you have ever seen, and he could still 
have any of the lovely girls on the terrace 
or the beach below the Saint Georges 
any time he gave the word. But he 
doesn't give the word. He is in love with 
a very fat lady and the delights she 
conceals behind the most luxuriant red 
bush he has ever had the pleasure of 
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Why put her in my report? Next, my further reports indicated 
anyway my awareness of the nature of what we were dealing 
with. 

This one here is typical: 

21/6/1985 

Dear Ms. Fairmount, 

Of representative Miracle Junk 

samples subjected to Carbon 14 

dating tests, results in all cases 

show these objects do not emit 

enough radio-activity to exist. 

That is, they are too old to exist 

yet. To put it bluntly, they come 

from the future. Please advise. 


Simon Brett 
To that one, the response went thus: 
23/6/1985 
Dear Simon, 


Whether the above exists or not, 

we possess it. As J. Squidd 

suggests, let's get all of it, 

please, before somebody 

else does. 

Ms. Fairmount 

So you see what | mean. | just did my job. | sent Squidd 
operatives to infiltrate Leeds, buy up all the junk for sale. 
Other agents traced the junk sold earlier in town and by 
various methods, all legal, acquired every single piece but 
one—the now notorious Never-Full Dustbin seized by the 
Special Branch in my back garden. 

1, meanwhile, in addition to my office rounds, mounted 
those nightly watches at the dump. The overwork made me 
edgy. | got that nagging, run-down feeling so badly that not 
even Squiddrops could cope with it. It was in this frame of 
mind that | wrote the note to my wife and | wrote it, don't 
forget, on that crucial day we took possession of the dump. 

The note said that if she could not live without me then she 
ought to terminate her life and the lives of our two daughters. 
To this end, | left my wife the Browning automatic. But— 
look, that's just family squabbling. As British as separation, 
divorce, alienation and roast kesp. So was putting a bullet in 
our Squiddvision colour TV before | left, and another in the 
wife's cat Germaine, and a third in the pink birthday cake | 
had baked for the kids. 

The restis common knowledge : the estate deal with Leeds 
officials, the 300-man Squidd Squad poised to move in, take 
over, kick Mick out of the dump and set up the fence and 
electrified wire, the two busloads of technicians ready for a 
first crack at the rubbish cascade. 

“They signed,” the voice on my walkie talkie said. It was a 
minute after 9 a.m. 

"Give me an hour,” | told my men, gunning the Superbitch, 
“and then move in.” 

At the dump, no sign of Miracle Mick. But the woman was 
still there. In the hut, in the same dirty shift, filling a valise with 
comics. “Too late,” she said, not even looking round at 
me. “He's where you won't find him now, Mr Brett. And 
that's where | plan to go.” 

"You know my name?” 

"| know a lot,” she said, facing me now, her eyes like 
green pools in which things swum, "I think | know too much. 
That Squidd Ltd., for instance, will get a lot more junk than it 
bargained for. That disposing of the overflow will eat up all 
your company's assets. That London—but wait a minute ! 
Your wife! | better tell you. She's going to shoot you today !" 

"My wife—" 
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“You go to a lot of trouble," she said, “to get a girl to bed.” 

That's what she said, and slipped out of her shift as she 
said it, offering for free what Mick had got by force. Here | 
should note, because of the peculiarity, that her bare body 
was of a uniform colour. A brownish pink, with no bikini 
marks. Wherever she came from, they obviously wore no 
clothes. As indicated by remarks of mine later taped without 
my knowledge at three o'clock the next morning while under 
emergency surgery in Leeds Hospital, | did submit to this 
woman's advances. | even admit that despite her odour and 
the fact the act occurred without benefit of soap or aphro- 
disiacs, | enjoyed it. She had an erotic talent that almost 
choked me. If it wasn't her heated-up hips rotating against me, 
it was big rubbery breasts or her greedy, thirsty, sucking, 
slippery mouth. It was a juicy slam bang ride that seemed to 
last for days, that wound up with a dive into green pools full 
of golden dots and rubbish and a break to the surface in a 
green machineless land. 

For this “crime’’—actually a misdemeanour if you've read 
the Offences Against the Person Act—l'm prepared to pay and 
am paying for it. But my critics should note | could have 
appealed the conviction. | could have said, as is true, that 
throughout this unsavoury episode, | never forgot even once 
that there was work to be done, that | was a Progress 
Specialist for Squidd Ltd. 

For instance : “Get dressed,” | told the dump woman, when 
we were through. It was 10 o'clock. "We're getting out of 
here." 

"| can take care of myself,” she said, “I've got to meet 
Mick." 

“Mick!” I said. "Forget him. He's a dirty old man.” 

"| hadn't noticed that." 

"Compared, for instance, to me." 

“| don't see the difference." 

"He tricked you. Just to get his paws on you.” 

"And you ?" 

"Look," | said, "there's more to the world than a rubbish 
dump. | can show all that to you.” 

“I've seen it on the tube,” she said. ‘It looks the same to me. 
And, Mr Brett, although | would be, as you're thinking. a mine 
of information for Squidd Ltd., I’ve got better things to do. | 
want to have some fun.” 

Somewhere around here, as | gazed into those green eyes 
again, | got the feeling the dump woman was unstoppable. 
But | had to try. 

“At least tell me,” | said, “about Miracle Junk.” 

“Okay,” she said, shrouded again in that terry cloth rag. "It's 
from the future, as you've guessed. It's a nice place, the 
future. | mean, they've figured out a lot of things you're only 
groping at or haven't even heard about. A little evolutionary 
leap, see ? Very simple. Very complex. On the simple side, Mr 
Brett, they've made up their minds that all their junk has got 
to go.” 

"The Miracle Junk?” 

“All the junk," she said. “First, the little gadgets you've 
been picking up. Then the Roadobots, the G-planes, the 
Force Five spaceships. Then the old battleships and ballistic 
missiles. Then the steelworks themselves and the production 
lines they build them on. Then the buildings. all of them, the 
homes, hospitals, schools. And the statues, of course, and the 
Nabarro Memorial Tower and the Transatlantic Tubes and 
Tom Jones City. It's their entire heritage from you and they're 
giving it all back. You've been seeing the drizzle, but wait'll 
the downpour comes. They're getting rid of a// their shit—all 
of it." 

| could sense she was about to move, to go. "And how do 
they do this ?" | said. 

“It's easy," she told me. “Time is simply like sliding doors." 

"And you,” | said, bracing to halt her exit, “what about 
you? What brings you to the dump? Are you their trash- 
master, something like that?” 

“Me,” she said, "I'm part of their shit.” О+ч—щ 
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